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ACT I. | 
SCENE, a Street in Venice. 


Enter Rodorigo and Iago. 


Rid. NEVER tell me! I take it much un- 

kindly, 

That thou, Iago, who haſt had my purſe, 

As if the ſtrings were thine, ſhouldſt know 

ago. But you'll not hear me. 

If ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me, 
Red. Thou told'ſt me thou did'ſt hold bim in 
Tago. Deſpiſe me, Lchy hate. 

If 1 do not. The great ones of the city, 

In perſonal ſuit, to make me his lieutenant, 

Off-capp'd to him: and by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I'm worth no worſe a place. 

But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſe, 

Nonſuits my mediators. For certes, ſays he, 

4% have already choſe my officer,” 

And what was he? | 

Forſooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Caſſio; a fellow 

That never ſet a ſquadron in the field, 

Nor the diviſion of a battle knows 

More than a ſpinſter. 

He, in time, muſt his lieutenant be, [cient, 


of this. 


And I, Sir, (bleſs the mark!) his moorſhip's an- 


Red. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his 
Tago. Now, Sir, be judge yourſelf, [hangman. 
If I in any juſt term am aſſign d 
To love the Moor. 
Red. I would not follow him, then. 
Jago. Oh, Sir, content you; 
I follow him, to ſerve my turn upon him, 
Heaven is my judge, not 1, 
For love and duty; but, ſeeming ſo, 
For my peculiar end. | 
For, when my outward action doth demonſtrate | 
The native act and figure of my heart, 
In compliment extern, tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 
For daws to pick at. I'm not what I ſeem. 
Red. What a full fortune does the thick-1ips owe, 
If he can carry her thus 
Togo, Call up her father, | 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his delight, 
Tho? his joy be joy, 154 
Yet throw ſuch changes of vexation on't, 
As it may loſe ſome colour. | 7 
Rod. Here is ber father's houſe, I'll call aloud, 
Jago. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, a fire 
Is '\pied in populous cities. Thoa! 
Rod. What, hoa | Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio! 
Jage. Awake! What, hoa! Brabantio! hoa, 
thieves! thieves: * 
| 


: 


This accident is not unlike my dream; 


1 


o T H E LE 


. —_ 


Look to your houſe, your daughter, and your bag! 
Thieves, thieves ! ü | ; 
Brabantio s above, at a Window. 
Bra. What is the matter, there ? 
Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
Tago. Are all your doors lock'd ? 
Bra. Why | wherefore aſk you this ? 
 Tago. Sir, you're robb'd : 
You have loſt half your ſoul ; 
E'en now, een very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe, Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting citizens with the bell, | 
Or elſe the devil will make a grandfite of you. 
Ariſe, I ſay. 2 
Bra. at, have you loſt your wits ! 
Rod. Moſt reverend fignior, do you know my, _- 
Bra. Not I. What are you ?  [volcee? © 
Rod. My name is Rodorigo. : 
Bra. The worſe welcome. 
In honeſt plainneſs, thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My daughter's not for thee. And now in madng 
Doſt thou come to ſtart my quiet. wo 
Red. Sir! Sir! Sir! 7 5 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My ſpirit and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 1 75 
Red. Patience, good Sir. | \ 
Bra. What, tell' thou me of robbing? This. 
My houſe is not.a grange. ſin Venics 
Rod. Moſt brave Brabantio, | | 
In ſimple and pure ſoul, I come to you. 
Tago, Sir, you'll have your daughter covered with + 
a Barbary horſe : you'll have your nephews neigh - 
to you: you'll have courſers for 3 and gen- 
nets for germans, 
Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 
Tago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, 7 N 
daughter and the Moor are now making the bea 
with two backs, | 
Bra. Thou art=a villain. - N 
Tago. You are —a ſenator. [Rodoigo- 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee, _ 
Red. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I be- 
Straight ſatisfy yourſelf, [ſeech you, 
If ſhe be in your chamber, or your houſe, _. 
— looſe on me the juſtice of the ſtate, 
or thus deluding you. 
_ Bra. Give me a taper— Call up my people. 


* 


Belief of it oppreſſes me, already. 
Light; I ſay, light! 5 

Tago. Farewel; for I muſt leave you. 
t ſeems not meet nor wholeſome, to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if I Ray, I ſhall) 
Againſt the Moor. | 
In which regard, | 


% 


The 1 de hate him, as I de helFs pains, 


— — 


1 


ee of che night upon you, friends 


Thu to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch ; 


| How didſt thou know twas he? 


ff ern [ i Ep gat ſhe out? 
Fete — e i, not your Avi 


x JC Le 


* 


| 


eu out 2 flag and Ggn df lover" * 


J 
(Which, ch ie, ĩadeed, but fign. ) That you may ſurely | 
[ind kim, 


And there will 1 be with him. So rewe. * 


Enter. Brabantio, and Servants with Tore 


Bra. . o true an evil. Gone ſhe-is! 
Now, R Kori, 


Wied dhe the Moor, ſaidſt thou? | Bo 


Get more.tapers. | 
Raiſe all my kindred—Are they married, ok 


Kad. Truly, they are. you ? 
minds, 


y what You ſee them act. Are there not charms, 

By w ro the prop property of youth and maid-hood 
7 Have you not read, ns Bk 

Of ſome ſuch 5 


Red. Ves, bas 


on 221 ſome Saen know 
Wh here may apj grehend her and 2 Bar 0 


Rod. 1 "this I can difcover tim, if you pleaſe 
To get good Saas, and go. org with me. 


Bra. Pray you, lead on. At es ry houfe n Call; |" 


I may command at moſt, Get weapons hoa! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial offers of m hr. 
On, ; good Rodorigo, oy) deſerve your pains, falls 


SCENE. chungen ge bes ber Fires, ale * 
i Sagittary. 

Bra 4] Exer Othello, u lago- 1 00 
Bęe. Tho" in the trade of war I Have ban; een, 

Vet do I hold it baſe and ifFartfous 

To do a contriv'd murder. Nine or ten bez 

1 thought to ve jerk” d him here ener the ribs, 
Otb. M's better 48 ft is. u 
age. Nay, but he prated, 80.100. 

And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking teme 

Abainft your honour, © © 

That with the little godlineſs Fhave p 25g 

J did full hard forbear him: But, Se Sir, 


Die 


1 , « bn . N 


* 


Are you faſt married? for be fate of this, TENT 


That the mignifico 3 is much hel, 
And hath in his effect a vofce potentia, 
As double as the duke's. He will rere * 
Or put upon you, what reſtraint or gtievance, 
"= law (with all it's might Ceniforce it on) 
ive him cable. 
up Let him do his ſpite: 
My ſervices, which I have done the baer 
Shall out- tongue his complafnts. Tis yet to lenow 
(Which when 1 know that boaſting is an honour 
I wall promulgate) I fetth my Hfe and being 
From men of royal ſiege: and my demerits : 
May ſpeak, and bonnetted, tb as proud à fortune, 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, Iago, 
But that 1 love the gentle Deſdemons, 
I would not my unhouſed free edndition 
Put into cireumſeription and confine; [yonder? 
For the ſea's worth. But look! What lights come 
Enter Caſſio, with Torches and Attendanry. 

Lugo. Theſe ate the raiſed father, and hivTriends. 

ou beſt go in. 
e muſt be kund! 6919-1 
My parts, title, and my berlect ſoul, 
Shall. antes me rightly, Is it they?” 
Lago. By Janus, I chink nd. Tnant, 
Oth. The ſervants of the duke, and my- heute- 


1 


1 indeed.” * 14 
5 Call up My brother: nnr ne i ; ; 


. - 
ba, * * q «4 * k d 
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| Yet, for Lora of preſent life, 


at is the news ? 
Caf. The duke does greet you, general; 
And be requires your haſte, poſt · haſte appearances 
E'en on the inſtant. 
Och. What is the matter, think you? 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine, 


You have been hotly call” 


d 
When, being not at your aka to be "_Y 


ou ſee ber! Oh! unheppy girl. The ſenate ſent above three ſeveral queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 


Oth. Tis well I am found by you: 

I will but ſpend a word here 3 in the houſe, 

And go with you, [Ei Othello, 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here ? Crack; 
Lage. Faith, he to night hath boarded a land car - 
117 he prove lawful pri ze, he's made for ever. 

Caſe. I do not underſtand. 

Iago. | 

Caſ. To whom ? 

lage. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you 80 — 


Enter Othello, 


p 3 


He's married. 


* 


Orb. Have with you. | 
Caſ. Here comes another troop, to ſeek for yous, 
'Enter Brabantio, Rodorigey with Officers and Tercbese 
Iago. It is Brabantio. General, be advis d. 


He comes to bad intent. 


Orth. Holla! Stand there, 
' Red. 'Signior, t is the Moor. 
Bra. Don with him, chiet. 
a © | [They draw, on beth fider; 
Lage. You, 'Rodorigo'! Come, Sir, Jam for you 
* Orb. Keep up your bright (words,' for the dew 
will ruſt them, 
Good fignior, you ſhall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 
Bra. O, thou foub thief! Where haſt thou ſtow d 
* my daughter? . U 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her; 
Por I'll refer me to all things of ſenſe, 
If ſhe in chains of magick were not bound, 
[Whether a-maid, ſo tender, fair, and Happy, 
$5 oppoſite to marriage, that the ſhunn a 
4 — wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
ootd ever have, t'incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the ſooty boſom T7 
Of ſuch a thing as thou; to fear, not to delight! 
chere fore apprehend, and do attach thee, 
| - an abuſer of the world, # practifer - 
Of arts inhibited, and out of "warrant, 
2 hold upon his, if he do reſſt, — e bes 
| Subdue him at his peril. , 
Och. Hold your bands, 2 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft, 
Were it my cue to fight, I mould have known it, 
2 a prompter. Where will you I g 
o anſwer this your charge ? 
Bra. To priſon, till fit time 
Of law, and courſe of direct ſeſſion, 
| Call thee to anſwer. k 
Oth. What if I do obey? - © 
How may the duke be there with ſatisfy'd, 
Whoſe meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the ſtate, 
To bring me to him? 
Caſ. True, moſt worthy Signior, 
The duke's in council, and your noble 
I'm ſure, is ſent: for, 
Bra. How! The duke in council, 
In this time of the night? bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle cauſe. The duke himſelf, . 
Or any of my brothers of the' ſtate, | 


Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own! 


0. 


I 6 
46 


Lou hall yourſelf tead in the bitter letter, 


— 


For if fach achons may have paſſage free, 
Bond-ſlaves and pageants ſhall our ftateſmen be. 
[Exeunt.| 


SCENE changes to the Senate- bos ſe. 
Duke and Senators ſet at a Table, with Lights and 
Attendants. 
Duke, There is no compoſition in theſe news, 
That gives them credit. 
1 Sen. Indeed, they're diſproportion'd. 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven gallies. 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen, And mine, two hundred. 
But though they jump not on a juſt account, 
Yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment. 
Enter Officer, and Meſſenger. 
of. A meſſenger from the gallies. 
he. Now !-— What's the buſineſs ? ; 
Me. TheTurkiſh preparation makes forRhodes ; 
So 1 was bid report here to the ſtate. 
Duke. How ſay you, by this change? 
x Sen. Tis a pageant, 
"Mk us in falſe gaze. 
ke. Nay, in all confidence; he's not for Rhodes. 
Offi. Here's more news. 
5 Enter another Meſſenger. 


2 M. The Ottomites, (reverend and gracious); 
Steering with due courſe towards the iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after fleet 

1 Sen. Ay, ſol thought. How many, as you gueſs? 
Me. Of thirty ail; and now they do re-ftem 
Their backward courſe, bearing with frank appear-| 
ance, 
Their purpoſes towards Cyprus, Signior Montano, 
Your truſty and moſt vahiant ſervitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
| [ Gives a Packer. 
Andprays you to believe him. 

Duke. "Tis certain then for Cyprus. 
0 Lucius, 

Is he not Here in town ?- 

1 Sen, He's now in Florence [ diſpatch, 

* Duke. Write from us to bim, poſt; poſt-haſte, 

Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 


To them enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Iago, 
Rodorigo, and Officers, 


Duke Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman. you 
I did not ſee you. Welcome, gentle Signior ; 
| [To Bra. 
We lack'd your counſel and your help, to-night. 

Bra. Sodid 1 yours, Good your grace, pardon me. 
Neither my place, nor aught 1 heard of buſineſs, 
H. ch rais'd me from my bed; nor doth the general 
Take hold on me; for my particular grief [care 
Is of ſo flood-gate and o'er bearing nature, 

That it engluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And yet is Ml itſelf. 

Duke. Why? what's the matter ? 

Bra My daughter! Oh, my n 

Sen. Dead ? 

Bra. To me. ' 

She is abus'd, ſtolen from me, and corrupted _ 
By ſpells and medicines bought of mountebanks ; 
For nature ſo prepoſteroully 1 to err, 

Sans witchcraft, could not—— 

*Duke. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herſzif, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 


Marcus 


Ss rH EDU 0 @ Tm p 


' | My very noble and approv'd good maſters ; 


/ 


And your own ſenſe; yea, tho our proper ſon © 
Stood in your action. * 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 
There is the man, this Moor, whom ume 
Your ſpecial mandate, for the ſtate-affaits, n 
Hath hither brought. 
| Duke. We're very ſorry for't. 
What in your own part can you ſay to this? 


To Othello, 
| Bra. Nothing, but it is ſo. 
Otb. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend figniors, 


That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter? 
It is moſt true; true, I have married her; 
The very head "and front of my offending, 0 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in ſpeech, 
And little blefs'd with the ſoft phraſe of peace 
For fince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have 424 
Their deareſt action in the tented field; 8 
And little of this great world can 1 ſpeale, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for myſelf, Yet, by your patience, 
[ will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, {charms 
Of my whole courſe of love; what drugs, What 
Wbat conjuration, and what mighty magic, _ 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg' d withal) F 
| won his daughter with, 
Bra. A maiden, never bold; * 5 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtiſl and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſh'd at itfelf * and ſhe, in ſpite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, | 
To fall in love with what the fear'd to look ons 
I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures pow'rful o'er the blbod, 
Or with ſome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof. 
Othello, ſpeak; 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes _ 
Subdue and poifon this young maid's affe ons ; 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtiony - 
As ſoul to foul atfordeth ? 

Otb. I beſeech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her father; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, - 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence” | 
E'en fall upon my life. 
Duke. ' Fetch Defdemona hither. q 
Orb. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know che 

lace. [Lit lago and Rodor, 

And, till ſhe come, as truly as to Heav'a * 
do confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your grave ears I'll preſent 
How I did thrive in the fair lady 3 
And the in mine. 
Duke. Say i it, Othello. 
Or. Her father lov'd me, oft invited ans; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 
From year to year; the battles, firges, fortudesy/ 
That I have paſt, 
ran it through, een from my boyith days, 
To the very moment that he bade me te lit; 
Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances; 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; { brezeh ; 
Of bair-breadth ſcapes in the imminent deadly 
Of being taken by the infolent foe, | 
And ſold to flavery ; of my redemption thenee 3 


*t + 


"mY 


Of battles bravely, hardly fought; 5 of NN 
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6 
For which the conqueror mourn'd, ſo many fell; 
Sometimes I told tne ſtory of a ſiege, 

Wherein I had to combat plagues and famine; 
Soldiers unpaid; fearful to fight, 

Vet bold in dangerous mutiny. 

All theſe to hear 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline: 

But fill the houſe-ffaits would draw her thence 
Which-ever as the could with hafte diſpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy.ear, 
Devour up my diſcourſe ;, which. I obſerving, 

ook once a pliant hour, and found good means | 
Ta draw from her a prayer of earnett heart, 
That would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels ſbe had ſomething heard, 
But not diſtinctively: 1 did conſent, r 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When l did ſpeale of ſome diftreſsful ſtroke, 
Thyt my youth ſuff rd. My Rory being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of ſighs. [ ſtrange, 
She ſwore, in faith, twas ſtrange, 'twas paſſing 
*D wes pitiful, twas wond'rous pitiful. 
She wiſh'd the had not heard it; - yet ſhe wiſh'd, 
That Heay'n bad made her ſuch a man ſhe thank d 
And bade me, if I had a friend that low d her, [ me, 
I ſhan'd but teach him how to tell my tory, 
And that would woo ber, Os this hint I ſpake; 
She lov'd me for the dangers 1 had paſs'd; 
And I lov'd her, that the did pity.them, 
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd, 
Here comes the lady: let her witge(s/it, 

Die.” | think, this tale would win my daughter, 
Good Brabaptio, ©. 
Take vp this mangled matter at the beſt; 
Men do their broken weapons rather, pſec, 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. 1 pray you hear her ſpeak. aoda.bnided 
It the confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head, if my. bad blame 
Light on the man ! aan lo) nog 057 £21 

Ester Deſdemona,, Sc. 
Come hither, gentle miſtreſs; * 
Do you perceive in all this noble comp 
Where wy moſt owe obedience ? 
; Def. | eie father, * 

o perceive here a divided. duty: In 
To a lb life and education; 

My life and education both do teach me 

How to reſpe& you, ., You're, the lord of duty; 
I'm hitkerto your daughter, But there'smy buſband; 
' And fo much duty as my mother ſbe-we 
To you, preferring you befozg, ber father; _ 

So much I challenge that 1 may profeſs 

Due to the Moor, my lord. { all 

" Bra. I habe dons, 
I had rather adopt a c 
Come hither, Moor: 
3 here do give thee th 


- $ Þ 
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111 : 
a 1 


o 


* 


bild, than get it. 


at with all my heart, 


Which, but thou ta$ already, with all my beart 


. odd keep from thee. 4 8 
Beſeech you now to the affairs o th* ſtate. 
Duke. The Turk, with a moſt mighty prepara- 
tion, makes for Cyprus Othello, the forticude o 
the place is ben known to you- You muſt there- 


fore by orgs to-llubber the gloſs of your new for- 
tunes with this 


0 TF H FE I. f. 6. 


| 


[too 
For ſhe is with me, —No, when light-wing'd toys 


— 


your ſtates 


* 


Moſt humzly therefore bending to 
i crave fit diſpoſition for my wife, 
Due reverence of place and exhibition 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 

Date. Why, at her fatner's, 

Bra. I will not have it ſo. 

Oth. Nor I, 

Deſ. Nor I, I would not there reſide, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye, Moſt noble duke, 
To my unfolding lend your gracious ear, 
4nd let me find a charter in your voice, 
T' aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. : 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemona ? 

Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live with him; 
My downright violence and ftorm of fortunes, 

May trumpet to the world,” My heart's ſubdu'd, 
E'en to the very quality of my lord; 

I faw Othelio's viſage in his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate + 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me - 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport, * 
By his dearabſence. Let me go with him, 

Oth. Your voices, lords; veſeegh you, let her will 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not, 

To pleaſe the palate of my appetite ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind. | 
And Heav'n defend your good ſouls, that you think 
I will your ſerious. and great buſineſs ſcant, 


| 


% 


Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and active inſtruments, 
That my diſparts corrupt and taint, my buſineſs, 
Let all indign and baſe adverſfities 
Make head againſt my eſtimation. 

Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Or for her ſtay or going; th' affair cries haſte ; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer. You muſt hence, to-night. 
Def. To-night, my lord ! p 
Duke. This night. 

0th. With all my heart. again! 
Duke. At nine i'th morning here we'll meet 
Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 

And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and rei 

As doth import you. 

Otb. Pleaſe your grace, Iago; 

(A man he is of honeſty and truſt) 

To his conveyance I aſſign my wife, | 
With what elſe needful your good grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. | 


- 


Duke. Let it be fo. 
Good-night to every one. And, noble fignior, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lacie, 
Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſteyes to ſee! 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee, 

Exit Duke, with Senators, 
Orb. My life upon her faith-—Honeſt lago, 
My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee let thy wife attend on her; 


more. Rabborn and boiſt'rous ex-| And bring her after in the beſt advantage. 


pedition. * M van Sings 260 lt 2 
orb, The.tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave ſenators, 
Hath made 105 and eel couch of, war 


My theres drprha.bed pt 48s, e 
A natural ahd prompt alacrity.... ... oa 
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Come, Deſdemona, I have but an hour 


Of love, of worldly matter and direction, 


To ſpeak with thee, We muſt obey the time. 
L es a [ Exeunt, 
fo" Manent Rodorigo and Iago, / | 


Togo What e u thou, noble heart?) 


: 


Ned. What will I do, think'f thou? | 
Jago. Why, go to bed, and leep., 

Rod, I will incontinently drown myſelf. [after. 
Jago. Well, if thou doſt, 1 ſhall never love thee 
why, thou filly gentleman! 
Red. It is fillineſs to live, when to live is a tor- 


ment; and then we have a preſc:iption to die, when | 


death is our phyfician. 
Tapo. O villainous! I have look'd\ upon the 
world for four times ſeven years, and fince 1 coule 
diſtinguiſh betwixt a benefit and an injury, I neve. 
found man that knew how to love himſelf, Ere 1 
would ſay I would drown myſelf, for the love of 
a Guinea hen, I would change my humanity with 
a baboon. 
Rod. What ſhould I do? I confeſs, it is my 
ſhame to be ſo fond; but it is not in my virtue 
to amend it. 
Iago. Virtue! a fig. Come, be a man: drown 
thyſelf! drown cats and blind puppies. I have pro- 
felt me thy friend, and I could nevet better Read 
thee, than now. Put money in thy purſe; follow 
thou theſe wars; I ſay, put money in thy purſe. 
It cannot be, that De(demona ſhould long continue 
her love to the Moor—put money in thy purſe. 
Red. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if 1 de- 
pend on the iſſue ? 
Jago. Thou art ſure of me * make money. | 
I] have told thee, often, and 1 tell thee, again and 
again, I hate the Moor. My cauſe is heartedz thine}- 
hath no leſs reaſon... Let us be conjunctive in out 
revenge agzinſt him. If thou. can't cuckold him, 
thou doſt thyſelf a pleaſure, me s ſport.. Traverſe; 
go, provide the money. We. will have more of this: 
to-morrow. Adieu. 
Rod. Where ſhall we meet, ich- monies) 
Jags. At my lodging, | } .>oaf 
Red. TU be with thee, betimes.. + 10} 
Tago, Go to..Farewel, Do you hear, Rodotigo ? 
Rod. What ſay you? 
Tago, No more of drowning; do you hear ? 
Red. I am chang'd; I'll go fell all my land. ¶ Exit. 
Manet lago. | 
Lage. Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe ; 
For I my own gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane, 
If I ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſaipe, 
But for my ſport and profit. I hate 72 Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office. I know not, if t be true 
But I for mere ſuſpicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me Well oo { 
.* better ſhall my purpoſe work on him. 
aſſio's a proper man: let me ſee, now l—— 
To get his place, and to plume up my will; 
A double knavery—How ? how? let's ſee.— 
After ſome time, t'abuſe Othello's car, 
That he is too familiar with bis wife, 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe, 
To be ſuſpected; fram'd.to make women falſe, 
The Moor is of a free and open naturey | 
That thinks men honeſt that but ſeem to be ſoz | 
And will as tenderly be led by th' noſe, , 144 
As aſles are. 
] hav't—it is ingendered—hell and night. 
Mutt bring this monſtrous birth to the dane. light 


AG — 
SCENE, the capital City of Cyprus. 
Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Gen * 


; 


ö 


rn 


K* log nothing, if not critical; 


"Thee 98 1 i _ 


That fo approve the Moor : oh, tet the Heay's ns. 7 
Give him defence againſt the denentt; 
For I have loſt him on a 8 ſea. 
Mont. Is he well ſhipp's | 
Caf. His dark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his vis, 1 
Of very expert and approv*'d aflowence, 2 
Mitbin. A ail, a fail, a fi 
Enter a Seatle an. 
Caf. What noiſe ?'' 
Gent, The town is empty; oh the brow o e 
| Stand ranks of people, and they cry, A fail! US 
Caſ. My hopes do ſhape him for, the . 9 
[ pray vou, Sir, g6 forth, a A 
And give us truth who tis that is Art d. * 
Sent. I mall. be. . 
Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiy'a? . 
Caf. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiey' e 
That paragons deſcription aud wild fame. 
Euter a Gentleman, 
How now! Whothas put in? 
Gent, It is one lago, ancient to the general. 2 
Caſs He's had moſt favourable'and happy tel 
Te mpeſts themſelves, high tea, and N "Mn A 


+ a1? roy 
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i having ſenſe of beauty, do amit - yol 2d 
cir mortal natores, letting Tate go'by* © 1)! 2 
The dirine Desdemona. * | of iT ba 


. Mont. What is e? 5 5 oo 
Caſ. She that I Tpok# of, vor gr 705 / 

2 the — the ders 0. eee {tap Eg a. 
Enter Deſde mona, 12805 Rodorigo, and Adil, 1 
O behold ! 00 

The riches of the hip is tome on mere: = oh p T 

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of Heav b, 1 wy 

Before, behind thee, and on every. hand, . L 

Eu wheel thee round. es 5 * 
Deſ. I thank you, valiant Caſſo. e ol 1 

mens tidings can you teil me of my we? TOE 

He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I a 
Bur —— he's well, and will be ſhorrty W f 


Deſ. O, but 1 fer- ke loft ou Wk: ny? "8 ent 
Caſ. The great enten or i e fea; 2nd Kies 000 
Parted our fellowſhip, 


-| Good ancient, you are ee Weteains at” 
Let it not gail your Patience, good N eps 
+ {Em 4 


Tbat I extend my mannerz. "Tis A * 1 
That gives me this bold ſew of courtefy. 

Iago. Sir, would ſhe give yd ſo moch of her vs. 

As of her tongue ſhe oft' beſtows on me, 


You'd have enough. ** | wr $5 yrs r 4 
Deſ. Alas! the has no frelthl.t'" 08 . tt ſy 
Tago. In faith too much, bs 4 — dag | 

Marry, before your ladyſhip, I grant, lid 8 

Ishe puts her tongue a little in her he R we : 

And chides with thinking. 8 gs | 17 
Zunil. You have little cuuſe me ſo. ui al 2 
Jago. Come on, come on; you "re piQtures ont & * 

. {Bells in your parlours, wil Id'Cats' in your, e 8 
Saints in your infories, devil being tende, 75 
Players in your houſe wifry, aud walk in your © 

Deſ. O, fie upon thee, ſanderer!“ 9 ar * 
age. Nay, it is true, or elfe 1 am Tutk; * 
| [You riſe to play, and go to bed to 950 = gens 14) 


mil. You ſhall not write my pra ſe. 

Jago. No, let the got. mee prate e? "uo 74 

Doh What would'ſt thou Nur e the, if thou. \M 
„Ob, gentle lady, da bot put he to * 955 ee th 1 

Deſ. Come, one eff; 

Caſ. Ay, Madam. 

© Dep. 1 am not merry; but I do beguile 


$058 
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The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwite. 
— 


. — m  —— r 


— — 1 


8 
W She that was exet fairs, and 1 never proud, 


Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Neverlagk'd gold and yet went never gay; 
Fled from her rand vet laid, Now may: 

Sdbe that when anget u, bet revenge being nigh, 

Bade her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly; 

She that could ihiakk, and ne ler diſcloſe her 

mind, 

Have ſuitors following, and not look behind; 

She was a wighta (if) ever ſuch wight ere) 
Deſc To do what ? 
Jago. To ſuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall- beer. 
Deſ. Oh, moſt lame and im otent concluſion ! 
Do nut leatn of him, Emilia, tho”. he be thy hal- 
, band.—How ſay you, Caſſio, is he not a moſt pro- 

pbane and liberal cenfurer ? 

Caf. He ſpeaks. home, Madam you may reliſh 
bim more in che ſoldier, than ig the ſcholar, | 

Jags: {Afde-} He takes her by the palm; aye, 
well ſaid-—whiſper.—- With as litt.e a web as this, 
will d endnare as great a fly as Caſio, Aye, ſmile 
upon herz do—Y ou, ſay true, (is ſo, indeed. —If 
ſuch tricks as theſe ſtiip you, out of your lieutenan- 
cy, it had been berter,you had not kifs'd your three | 
fingers ſo oft · [ Trumpet ſounds, - 38 The Moor—l1 
Know his trumpe:, ste. 

'Deſc Let's meet him, and 1 receive him. 3 

Eater Othello, end Aitendanti. 

Otb. Od, my fair warrior! > apt 

Da. My dear Othello, 

Orb. It gives me wonder, great as my content) 
To: fee you here before me. 0 my{9ul' %%% |, 
If aſter every te mpeſt come ſuch calms, | 
May the winde blow till ghey have waken'd death: 
And let the labouring batk climb hills of feas 1 
Otympus high z and guck again as low, 

As bell's from heav'n! If I were now to dle, 
*T were nom to be moſt happy; for, 1 fear, 

My ſoul-hath: her content ſo abſolute, 

That not another comfort like to Ah 

Succecds! in unknown fate. 

Deſ. The heav'ns forbid, 
But that our loves e mould ee © 
E'en as our days do grow i, 11 
Otb. Amen to that, ſweet powers! T 
TI-cannot-fpeak. enough of this content, 

It tops me here: it is too much r joy. 
And this, and this, the gteateſt. diſcords be, 
hat wer bur hearts ſhall, make. IX ber. 

Jaga. Ob, you are well tun' d, now z bur II let 
gown tht pegs that make this muſick, as honeſt as 
I ſeem. Ade. 

Orb. News, friends; our Wars are done; the Turks 

are drawn d. 

How do our old quai ntance of this ine? 
Honey, vou tþail be well defir'd in Cyprus; 
ve faund great love amongſt them. Oh, my ſweet, 
prattle out of faſhioy,,and 1 dote, 
Jn mine own comfort, Pr' ythee, good Tago,.. IN 
Go to the buy, and diſembark my coffers, 
B: ing thau the maſter. to the citadel; | 
He is a geed one, ard his worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſp, —Come, Deſdenbus 
Once more, well met at Cypius, 
£40599: 45/| Exennt, Ochello, Deſdemona, Sc. 
tad 113 hg Jagn,and Rodorigo. 

Iago. Come hither, Rodgtiga, if thou be'ſt va- 
liant « liſt me; the lieutenants to- night, watches 
en the. court of guars. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this ; 


1 


* 
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BE 1 : 


1 


1 a 


2 


is 


A 
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Deſde mona is SireeUy, in love with bh him, \. 


Hh: 


oſhble ! bp 


Rod. With hien why, tis not 
let thy ſoul be 


you from Venice. Watch you, to-night g for the 


not: T'lt not be far from you- Do you find ſome 


pros to mutiny ; "whoſe qualification ſhall come 


453 


TA moſt deat huſband; 


— 


O N RB L L. o, 


| Tov'd the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 
fantaſtical lyes. And will the love him till for pfat- 
ing! Let not thy difcreet heart think it. Her eye 
moſt be fed. And what delight thatt the have (o 
tool on the devi!!! | 
Rod. I cannot believe be of herz ſhe's full of 
mo bleſs'd contifidcn: 1 ä 
Tags,” Bleſs'd fig's end! the — the drinks is 
made of grapes. Bleſs'd pudding: did'ſt thou not 
ſee her paddle” with the palm of his hand 20 Dia'ſt 
not mark that?: 
Rod. Ves, that T did; but that 4 but ana 
Jago. Letchery, by chis handy an index; an ob- 
ſcure prologue to the hiſtory of luſt, and foul 
thooghts. Sir, be you rul'd by me. I have brought 


command, I'll lay't upon you. Caſſio knows you 


occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, 
or taunting his diſcipline, or from what othercourſe 
you pleaſe, which the time hall more favourably: 
miniſter. | 

"Rod. well, 8190 

ago. Sir, he's raſh, md very — in choler 
and, oh may ftrike at you! Provoke him, that 
he may; for even of that will I caafethoſe of Cy- 


* 8 


info no tr e taſte ein but by a Aiſplantin of 
Gs. 39779 Swe 


Red. 1 will do this, if you can en. to any 
pporturiity: © 

{ago. 1 warrant thee. eee mes by and by, at 
the citadel.” 1 moſt ferch' his ee thore. 


Farewel, 
Rod. Adieu. Aru. 


0 
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Manet Jags; 
Jago. That Caſſio loves her, I do well believe; 
That the loves him, "tis apt; and of great credit, 
The Moor, howbeit that I endurt him not? 2 
Is of a conſtant, loving, noble nature 
And, 1 dare think, he M prove to Deſde mona 
Now 1 love her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt, (tho m 


99 


\ 
» s 


I Rand accountant for as'grear'a fin;) 


But partly led to diet my revenge, « ol 
For that I do ſuſpect the luſtfut Moor 
Hath leapt into my ſeat.” The thought wherebf 


Doth, ike a poilonous mineral, gnaw my inwͥ.,t⁰e 
And nothing can, or hall, content my "AT 
Tul I am even'd with tim; wife for wife g 

Or failing fo, yet that 1 put che Moor 
Atleaft Tnts a jealouſy ſo ſtrong, 

That judgment cannot eure. Which thing to do, 
If this poor brach of Venice, whom I trace 


4 


A | [For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 


| * 
. 


["Thave dur Michael Haſſto « on the hip, 
Abufe him tb the Mobr in che rank garb ; 
For I fear Caffo With my night=cap, too) | 

ake the Moor thank me, love me; and re war 
For making him egre#fouſly an aſs; me, 


- 
we; 


And praQtifing up his peate and duet, | 


Even to madneſs. is here — but — : 
Knavery's plain face is' ever ſeen, till und. [ Ex 
SCENE, tbe Caſtle Gale. 
Enter C Othello, Deſdemsna,' Caſſio, and Attendax ';. 
Orb.” Good Michael, lb vod to the guard te- 
Let's teach ourſelves that honourable ftop, . Laith 
ot to out- ſport diſcretion. © 
Caf. Iago hath direction what do: 
But, otwithſianding, with my * 


Will I look to't. 
Michael, good- night. To-matiow, 


* 


* 


Lg nals thy fingers tous: and 


Ihn 


he fick 


— — — 


1 


Orb. Lago is moſt honeſt; 


1 


K. 


* 


. 


I) 


ict 
18 


to 


As my young mifſtre(s's dog, —— 


they a m eſt potens ip getting: Your 


OTH 


„ 


Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my dear love, 
The purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſue; | 
That proſit's yet to come, "tween me ans vou. 
- Good-nizhc, 
* Othello and Deſde mona, into the Can 
Enter lago. 
Caſ. Welcome, Jago ; we mult to the watch. 
5 Not this hour, lievtenant. Tis not yet 
clock, Our general caſt us thus early, | 
2 the love of his Deſde mona; whom let us not 
therefore blame, He hath not yet made wanton 
the night with het; and the if et or Jarh, 
Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite lady, 
„And I'll w warrant her, full of game. [ture, 
* "Indeed, ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate crea- 
Joys What an ene ſhe has { methinks it ſounds 
a parley to provocation, 
Caſ. An inviting eye'; and yet; methinks, right 


modeſt, 1. 
And when he ſpeakes,. is it not 1 alarum 


logo, 
Caſ. She is, indeed, perfeion, 
Iago. Well, happitieſs to rheir ſheets, e 
lieutenant, I have a ſtoop of wine, end bete with- 
out are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain 
have a meaſure to the health of black Othello. 
Caſ. Not to night, good Jago. I have very poor 
and unhappy braios for drinking. I could well with 
Courteſy would e ſome other cuſtom of enter- 
tainment. 
. Tags: Oh, they are our friends 3 bat ons; cup; 
- PH drink for you, 
.. Caf, 4 heave drank. but one cup to-night, . and 
that was carefully qualified too ; and behold wha: 


innovation it makes here. I am unfortunate in enough, and T ſpeak well enough) > = 
the infirmity, and date not taſk my weakneſs with] Gent. LIBS 217 yo | 
| any more. Coſ, Why, very gell then. You maſt notthivl 
Tage. What, mak! "tis a * of * the then that I am dr [Tit. 
gallants defire It = I Men Iago and Mentan. 
Caf. Where are they? _ : . Age. You fee this fellow that is gone before 
'Tago, Within. 1 pray, you, call As kithes. He is a folder fit to Rand by Cr, 
Go. Til do't, but it diflikes me. [Exit Caſſio. And give direction. And do bot ſee his vier; 
Fo 0- If T can faſten but one cup upon him, I fear, the truſt Othello puts him in, 
wit that which he hath drank to-night e On ſome odd time of his Ms * $0, T 2 , 
U be as full of quarrel and offence, Will ſhake this ifland. 


ow my fick fool, Roderigo_ . 0. I evermore Aa pole 0 ks ty | 
om love hath turn'd almoſt the enen, Fo hl It were well 
F< Deſde mona hath to-night caroua d | The general were put in mind of ie; Th ba 
otations pottle deep; and he's td watch. ö Perhaps, he ſees it not 4 or his 8 nature 


e lads of „ noble ſwelling ſpirits, 


Michie); good ok t. aid with your earlieſt, 


Or that does thoſe 


| Ly 


left, 


Pri 


- 


EL L o. 


German, and your Heng POLE |, 
Sf ho! are nothing. , Engliſh. ; 


157. Is yoor Engliſhmat aasee i d. ek. | 


* * Why, be drinks you with geln -v, your 
b gead Henk. Wa rich Srerth , 
your Almain. He gives your H ers 2 vey 
ere the next pottle cag be filled, ' 


— To the health of our gene al. 1 
3 nt. I Ae it, lieutenan - ind I'll do you " 
uirice, 
; * Oh, ſceet Enzland. 


N Ste en was, and 1 * | 

15 855 yy him Hut g crown 3. 

He held them fit-priice an tp0. dear, } . | 

* With thats oa e taylor e 3 

Some wine, Ho! 1 | wry if 
Wh: this a 

the 5th rt ther. ” f 

ago. Wl tents nf ans Tl | 

J. No; for T hold g N | 

; 


things. 
above all; and there be fouls" 
and there be ſouls that muſt not 


be ſaved. 
Tage. It's true, good lieutenant. 


" ** 


For mine own part, U offtrice to «ihe pee 
| bas anꝝ man of quality) I hope ro be lav ed. 
Es. And fo do I too, lieutenant. | 
7. "My Bot? by your leave, not before me. The 
. iu tô be Tived before che dneient. Let's 
have no more of this: let's to our affairs. Forgive 
us our ſins— Gentlemen, let's leok th our buſineſs. 
Do not think, entlemen, Lam drusk- This is 
my ancient; this is . right hand, and rhis is my 
I 'am not grun A 


— But Is he often 1 


in Caſſio, 


hat hold their honours at a wary diſtance, 
he very elements of this warlike de,) | 
ve I, to-night, fluſter'd with flowing cup 
nd they watch too, Now, *mongf this flock of 
3» m 1-to put our Caſſio in ſome action, [drunkards, 
at may offend the iſle, 
If conſequence do but approve my dream, 
My boat fails freely, both with wind and ſtream. 
Enter Caſſio, Montang, and Gentlemen. 
C W Heaven, they have given me a rouſe 
alrea 
* Ment. Good Faith, a little one. Not paſt a pin 


as. I'm a ſoldier... 
. 


5. Some wine, ho! . | 
And let me the canakin cliak, link, 
> ſpan zl 
; 


And tet me the canakin clink, 
A ſoldier's a man z oh, man's life's but a 
Why then let a ſoldier drink, 
Some wine, boys l . . 
; Caf. Fore Heay'n, an excellent 


rizes the virtue that appears 
8 ts not this true 


I pra 
Moe. And tie great piry, that oj AS noble, Poor . 
But here they come, þShovld Þbazard ſuch a plice as his own - 
| With 'one of an ingraft kg be 
It were an honeft action to ſay 
Unto the Moor. 4 


] do love Caffe well, and would do much 


To cure Him of this evil, { Witbins Helps: help 8 
g Re-enter Caſſio pa- | 
rogue, you raical agg pal) 


Enter Rodorigo. 
Tago. How now, Rodarige'! 
you after the lieutenant, go. 


{£7 44 


* I” | » 


S ; 


- [Exit Rod. 


unte 
1 {519 + 
e 0h 


Iago. Not J, for this fair: ifland; 2 * 


Co Law Yau 


What's the matter, ns 3 
Caſ. A knave, tech me e! ba beat be 


Lago. I learnt it in England ; ifs RE 


Wi into a twiggen bottle. [C04 | 
. Beat mig . | $7 em 24} 8] a 
Dat thou prate, Nm dnn _ | 
fond, Nay, "good lieutenant; Jo im. 
pray you, Sir, Hold your Rund. — 1 
Col. Lot mx gs, Sir, 'or lt kak 1 


a 4 ME 3 - 


And Caſſio following, with determin'd ſword, 


10 Ne, 


Mont. Come, come, you're drunk. | 
Caf, Drunk * 648 EW [They fight: 
. 4 0 out and cry muriny. 
R At. Aways „ B ry [Exit Rod. 


* ay, Fed lieutenant-Sir— Montano 
Help, bers ! Here's a goodly watch, indeed 


Who's that? Who rings the bell—The town will 
| riſe," ee. [ Bell rings. 
Fy ! fy! lieute nant! hold: 
You will b- ſh: ned for ever. | 
7 Enter Othello and Attendants. 
Otb. Hold, for your lives, ; 
Why, how now Ho! From whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn Turi*s ?. and, to ourſelves do that, 
Which Heaven hath: forbid'the Ottomites? 
For chriſtian mam, t by this barbarous bawl. 
He that ſtirs next, to Carve fo” bis own rage, 
Holds his ſoul light : ne dies vpon his motion. 
| [ Bell rings, 
Silence that drend:y ont; it frights the iſle __ 
From her propriety, Wh c is the matter? 
Honeſt Ig, that loot: - 240 with grieving, 
Speak, who began thy *: mn thy love, I charge thee, 
Togo, I do not Know, Friends all, but now, even 
now op 
In quarters and in term, like bride and groom 
TY.. Citing them for bed; and then, but now 
(As if ſome planet had unwitted men) | 
Swords ou“, and tilting one at other's breaſts, 
In oppoſition bloody. I can't ſpeak 
Any begirining to this peeviſh odds, 
And would in action glorious I had loſt. 
"Thoſe legs, that brought me to a part of it. 
Otb. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 
Orb. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil; 
The gravity and ſtilneſs of your youth 
The world hath noted; and your, name is great, 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich ooinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Give me anſwer to it. 
Mont. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer lago can inform you. 
While I ſpareſpeech, which ſomething now offends 
* Of all that I do know: not know I aught [me, 
By me that's ſaid, or done, amils, this night; 
Unleſs ſelf-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
An to deferd ourſelves, it be a fin, 


THE LL O. 


To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman _ _ - 


þ 


| To have his balmy flumbers wak'd with ſtrife, 


Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe z 
Myſelf the crying fellow did purfue, 

Leſt, by his clamour (as it fo fell out) 

Che town might fall in fright; He, ſwift of foot, 


Out-ran my purpoſe : I return'd,” the father, 


For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords, 

And Caſſio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 

[ ne'er might ſay before. When I came back, 
(For this was brief) 1 found them cloſe together, 


At blow and thruſt; even as again they were, 


When you, yourſelf, did part them; 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
gut men are men: the beſt ſometimes forget. 


| Cho' Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 


As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt; 
Yet ſurely, Caſſio, I believe, receiv'd 


From him that fled, fome ſtrange indignity, 


Which patience could not paſs. 

Otb. I know, Iago, 6 , 
Thy boneſty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caſſio. Caſſio, I love thee 3 
But never more be officer of mine. 


.. Enter Deſdemiona, 


Look, if my. gentle love be not rais'd up: 
PI make thee an example. | 
Deſ. What's the matter? 
Orb. All is well; fweeting; come to bed. 


Sir, for your hurts, myſelf will be your ſurgeon, " 


Lead him off. [ Montano is led off. 
Look with care about the town, 
And filence thoſe-whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſdemons, tis the ſoldier's life, | 
[ Exit. 
Manent lago ond Cafſio. l 

Jago. What! are you hurt, lieutenant? 
Caſ. Paſt all ſurgery. | 
_ -Jago, Marry, Heav'n forbid! _ 

Caſ. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! Oh, 
I have loſt my reputation !, I have loſt the immor- 
tal part of myſelf, and what remains is beflial 
My reputation! Iago, my reputation! - 

Tage. As am honeſt man, I thought you had 
received ſome bodily wound : there is more ſenſe 
in that, than in reputation, Reputation is an Idle 
and moſt falſe impoſition ; oft got without merit, 
and loſt without deſerving. * You have loſt no re- 
putation, at all, unleſs you repute yourſelf ſuch a 


When violence aſſails us. 
0th. Now, by Heay'n, 111 
- If I once ſtir, en 
Or do but lift this arm, the beſt of you 
Shall ſink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began; who ſet it on: 
And he that js approv'd in this offence, 
Tho' he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loſe me,—— What ! and in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick quarrel ? 
In night, and in the court of guard and ſafety ? 
Tis monſtrous. Say, lago, who began't. 
Mont. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, 
Thou art no ſoldier. 
Iago. Touch me not ſo near: 
I'd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould'do offence to Michael Caffio. 
Yet, 'I perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the truth, 
Shall nothing wrong him. ' Thos *tis, general. 
Mon tano and myſelf being in ſpeech, 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help 


ſloſer. 


linvincible 
{be known by, let us call thee devil, 


|fword ? What had he done to 


What! man, —there are ways to recover. 
the general again, Sue to him again, and he's 
ours. - 
| Caſ. I will rather ſue to be deſpiſed, than to de- 
ceive ſo good a commander, with ſo light, ſo 
drunken, and ſo indifcreet” an officer. Oh, thou 
ſpirit of wine ! if thou haſt no name to 


Tago, What was he that you followed with the 
you ? 


* 


Caſ. I know not. 
Jago. Is't poſſible? _ 


diſtinctly : a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, 
that men ſhould put an enemy in their mouths to 
ſteal away their brains! f 


came you thus recovered? _ | 
Cay. It has pleaſed the devil, drunkenneſs, to 
give place to the devil, wrath 5 one unperfeQneſs 


ders me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe 


j 


myſelf, 


cod. 


but fact it is as it is, mend it, for our ow 


Caſ. I remember à maſs of things, but nothiz A 


Tago, Why, but you are now well enough: how 


Jago. I could heartily with this had not befallen 


| OTHE 


” Col. 1 vin atk him for my place again; he ſhall 
tell me, 1 am a drunk ard |-— Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all, To. 
be now a ſenſible man, by and by a fool, and pre- 
ſently a beaſt! — every inordinate cup is unbleis'd, 
and the ingredient Is a devil. 

Tago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be wel} us d exclaim no more againſt 
it: and, good levtenant,l frhink,you think I love you. 

Caſ. I have well approv'd it, Sir, I drunk! 

Iago. You, or any man living, may be drunk, at at 
code time, man, I tell you what you ſhall do: out 
general's wife is now the general? importune her 
help, to put you in your 2 again. She is of ſo 
free, ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a diſpoſition, ſhe 
holds it a vice in her geodneſs not to ds more than 
is requeſted, | ' 

Caſ. You adviſe me well. 

Jago. I proteſt, in the fincerity of love, and honeſt 
Kindneſs, 

Caf. I think it freely : and betimes in the morning 
! will beſeech the virtuous Deſdemona to undertake 
forme: Iam deſperute of my fortunes, if they 
check me here. 

Jago. You are in the right.  Good=night, | zew⸗ 


1 muſt to the watch. tenant; 
Caſ. Good- night, honeſt Iago. {Exit S. 
Manet Iago. 
Jago, And what's be then that ſays, I play a 
villain? x 


When this advice I give, is free and honeſt, 
Likely to thinking, and, indeed, the courſe 
To win the Moor again. For tis moſt eaſy. 
Th' inclining Deſdemona to ſubdue, 

In any hoaeft ſuit, Am I then a villain, 

To counſel Caſſio to this parallel courſe, 
Directiy to his good ? Tis hell's divinity 
Whea devils will their blackeſt fins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly ſhews, 
As 1 go now. For while this honeſt fool 
Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortune, 

And ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
In ęour this peſtilence into his ear, 

That ſhe repeals him for her body's luft; 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor, 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch; 

And out of her own goodneſs make the net, 
That ſhall enmeſh them all. How now, Rodorigo. ; 
Enter Rodorigo. 

Rad. I follow here in the chace, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money 
is almoſt ſpent ;.I have been to-night exceedingly 
well cudgelled; and I think the iſſue will be, I ſhall 
Have ſo much experience for my pains ; and fo with 
no money at all, and a little more wit, return 
again to Venice. 

Jago. How poor are they, that have not patience! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
Thou knoweſt we work by wit, and not by witchcraft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does't not go well? Caſſio bath beaten thee, 
And theo, 

Retire thee ; go wheae thou art billetted, 
Away, I fay ; thou ſhait Know more hereafter ; 
Nay, get thee gone, [ Exit Rodorigo. 
_ Two things are to be done; 
My wife tauſt moye for Caſio to her miſtreſs; _ 
Tl ſet her on: 

Myſelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Caflio find 
Soliciting his wife—Ay, 15 15 way ; 2 


y that ſmall hurt, haſt caſhier d Caſſio. 


* 
- * 


1 : 11 


A c Ta: 


SCENE changer to an Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Deſdemona, Caffio, and ZEmilia. 


Def. E thau aſſur d, good Caſfio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
Emil. Good Madam, do: I know it grieves my 
As if the cauſe were bis. [ huſband, 
Deſ. Oh, that's an honeſt fellow ; doubt not 
Bur 1 will have my lord and you again 


As friendly as you were. a 
Caſ. Moſt bounteous Madam, 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Salto, 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant, 

Def. 1 know't, It ank you; you do love my lord. 


He ſhall in firangeneſs ſtand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diſtance, 
| Caf. Ay, but, lady, *' 
That policy may either laſt ſo W | 
Or feed upon fuch nice and wateriſh diet, 
That 1 being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 
My general-wiil forget my love and — 4 | 
De 
[ er warrant of thy place. 
Therefore be merry, Cafſio; * 
For thy ſolicitor ſhall rathet die, 
Than' give thy cauſe away, * 

Enter Othello and lago, at a Di nee. 
ZEmil. Madath, here comes my lord. 


Deſ. Why, ſtay and hear me ſpeak. * 

Caſ. Madam, not how : I'm ek ill at e 
Uafit for mine own purpoſes. 

| De. Well, do your difcretion... "18% Calſio. 
Tago. Hah ! I ke got that \ 

0th. What doſt thou — + SPS 5 * 
Iage. Nothing, my lord: or a" know not what, 
0th. Was not that Calfio parted from my wife ? 
Togo Cafſio, my lord ?=no, ſure, 1 canaor. think 
That he would Real away fo guilty ike, *. lit, 
Seeing you coming. 

0b, I believe "twas be. 
Def. How naw, my Jord 


Ne” 


' SD 4 ol 120 


= * 
5 Aura Wh 
* 


I have been talking with a ſuitor here 


A man that languiſhes in your e 
Oth. Who is't you mean _- 
Deſ. Why, your lieutenant Caſſio. Good, my 
If 1 have any grace or power to move Wa, [lord, 
His preſent reconciliation take; 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 2 
That errs in ignorance, and not in E 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face. 
| pr'ythee, call him back. 
Och. Went he hence, now? ; 
Def. In ſooth, ſo humbled, 5 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him, Good love, call him back, 
Oth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona: ſome other 
Deſ. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? | [times 
0th. The ſooner, ſweet, for you. 5 | 
Deſ. Shall't be to-night at erst. 
Otb. Not to-night. 
Def To-morrow dinner, then? 
Orb. I ſhall not dine at home: | 
[ meet the captain at the citadel. _ . t 
Deſ. Why then to-morrow nicht, or, Turſday 


morn; 


Or Tueſday noon, or night, or r Wedneſday morn , 


* #; FIY = 


a 
- 


| |1 pr'ythee, name the time; but jet it not 
Exceed three days 3; in fait, he” „ penitent 2 


When ſhall he come? 


Dull not device, by coldacſs and delay, [ Exit. 


| Tell me, Othello, I wogder i in my ſoul 


_— —— 


[Cafſio, 


You've known him long ; and, be you well aſfured, 


Do not doubt that; before Emilia B | 


M-..- Madam, III take my leave, |. get 5 4 


— . . — 


E — wc — — 5 


- A... —— TT _TII —— 


To bring him in 


| Whate* er you be, 1 am obedlent. 


Zut I do love thee ; 3 
Chaos is come again, 


Some horrible cangeit: if thou daſt love . j 


thee, ſprak 10 me as to thy 11 | 
As 2 2 
of 14.2 


I am not ee 85 Thar all ayes, ate be toz 


12 
What ! Michael Caffig! { 5 * 
That came a waving with vou, many a 
When I have Sabel vou os aber ue. 
Hath taten your 1 5 j ta have ſo much to do 
truſt me, I could do mach. .. 


Otb. Pr'ythee, no more; let him come. wheri he 
F will deny thee nothing. kae 


Whereon I do beſeech you grant me this, (Tn 
To leawe me but a lictle. to myſelf. 


« Deſ. Shall I deny you? no: farewel, my lord; 
Otb. Farewel, my Deſdemona, I'll come Rraight, 
Def. A@wilia, go; be as ydur fancies. teach you: 

{'Exeunt, 

"Mantnt Othello and lago. 
Orbe Excellent * | Perdition catch my foul, | 


and when I love thee not, 


Tage. My noble 10 ö enols 11.9 
orb. What colt thou fa, Iago ? 1 
Jago. id Michael Caſlio, 4 you woo'd my 
lady, know of your love? - 
22 . from firſt to laſt. Why doſt thou aſk? 
or a ſatisfaQion of 7 rn 3 


See harm. 1 ] 
Orb. Why of thy thought, Iago 
Age. 1 6id not think he 9 been NP Ne it. 


015. Oh, yes ;. and went between us, very off, 
Japo: Indeed! 
Oth. Indeed | ayy, indeed, e 18 ayght. 


Jzhe/not honeſt 7 of that ? 

Jags, onde: wy lord, on woH = 
Och, Hong „ honeſt. a 
Tags My lord, ar au bt 1 6 85 


05S. What doſt thou think? ET Fa 
Jago. Think, my lord! "E 


Oth. 3 my lad! why, by Heav's thou 


ho ſt m 
As Sete were as monKet in tby 1hovght,, 
To Hideous to be ſhewn.. Thau doſt en ſome- 
| thing: 

T heard thee G but now, thou ik'& not that 
When Caftio N55 Nee my wife, 

And when I told thee, he was "of my counſel, | 
In my whole courſe of woving, thou cry dit, Indeed! 
And didſt cyrtr 
As if thou then hid'ft hut up in thy brain 


— 


She m thought, 

125 Sofia oF: know 1 love you. . 
"os T think-thou doſt, 
And, for \ know. thou'rt 'Fall of love and boneſty, 
And n werds before thou giv'ſt them 

reath 

Therefore thoſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
For ſuch. things in 2 falſe diſlogal. knaye, 
Are er cuſtom: but, in a man that' «juſt, | 
They're cold dilations 1 from the ys W 
That paſſion cannot Fic, . 


or Michael Caffi 
14 de g he is . 
25 1 think 15 ** 
9. Men thould 6 what they ſeem;.. 1 
Or, 5 fe that be not, would they might ſeem none 
Oth. . ei men choulg be what they ſeem. 
Jago. Why then, 'Trhiok.( Caffe, san honeſt man, 
ina ay, yet there's more jn this; 5. 


u doft For te; and ye * worſt bo 
phts the wo Hs A 8 
49 — my ford, beaten . ee 


Igo. 


OTHELLO:. 


' What you would aſk me, that 1 would u. 


— — 
—— 


r 


{1 know our country's diſpokition well; 


Poo 01 105 1 ot to leave't, undone, but 


Pur wy. rn lay they're yile qa 


Ag ND hr palace where-into foul things | 
Sometimes intrude not? 4 
Jil Oth, Thau doſt conſpire thy friend, Iage 
i thou but think'ſt him mts 2 r 
A ſtraoger to thy thoughts, 1 
Ae. do beſeech ou, 

ough I perchance am "vicious In my 7 gut 


| As, I confeſs, it is my oatvre's plague / | 


To ſpy into abuſe 3 and oft my jealouſy +. 

Shapes faults that are not z) I intreat you then, 
From one that ſo improbably conceits, 

Your wiſdom would not build yourſelf a trouble, N 
Out of my ſcattering and unſure obſervance ; 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honeſty, and wildomy. | 
15 let you know my thoughts. 

.Orþ, What doſt thou mean ? 

Iago. Good name in man, and woman, dear my 
Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls. lord, 
Who ſteals my purſe, ſteals traſh; tis ſo ing. 

8 nothing; ba 
"Twas mine, tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands; 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Rbbs me of. that, which not'cariches * 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Orth, il know thy thoughts- 

Jago. You canugty if wy heart in hand 
Nor ſhatl 1 whilſt *tis in my erty, 1 F 

Oth. 2} 5 
125 955 beware, _ lord, of jeaiouly 


Itis a green-ey'd monſter, which doth make 
e meat it feeds n. That cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not bis wronger z 
[Bet oh, what damned minutes tells be o'er, 
Who doaty, yet doubts ;; ſuſpecte, yet ſtrongly loves! 
Orb. O miſery! 
| | Jage. Poor and content, is rich, and rich enough 
But riches endleſs, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor, 
Good Heav'n, the ſouls of all wed tribe 18 


What did'ſt not like r rom jealouſy 


Orb. Why, why is this? 
Think'ft thou I'd make a life of jealouſy | 


and purſe thy brow together, E. follow (till the changes of the moon, 


With freſh ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 


Is once to be reſoly'd. + - 


"Tis not to make me jealous, 


{To ſay, my wife is fairs feeds well, he Mate oh 


ls free of ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 
ere virtue is, theſe ate moſt virtuous. 
Nor from my own weak merits will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her reyolt : 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, lagoz 
PI ſee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And on the proof, there is no more but this, 


| apy at once with love, or jealouſy. 


I'm glad of thiss for now I ſhall ta | 

To hy the love and duty that I beat you, 

With franker ſpirit. Therefore, as I'm bound, 
Receive i it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof. 
Wea to your wifez obſerve.her well with-Cafſio ;/ 

ar your. eye, thus: not jealous, nor ſecure 3 


1 would not have your free and noble _ * 


Out of ſelf. bounty be abus dg look tet. by 


In Venice they do let Heav'n ſee. the pranks A ; 
They dare not ſhew their 3 their beſt eon 


Tho“ am bouns to every 2 2 


_— * — — 


ſcience 
keep? unknowns, 
5. Doſt thou ſay ſo /, 
Let. She did deceive. her father, marrying you z 


And when ng : and fear n 
She loy'd them mof, 
2 Eren 5 belag fit fn 
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l ans d 


For too much loving you-' * 
Oth. I'm bound ts — 
Lage. I ſee this has a fittle-dath'd yo gi 
0th Not's fot not 4 jot. 
Jago. Truſt mey 1 fear it has: 

1 hope yon will tonfider what is woke” 
Comes from my love.” Betz J do ſee'you're War 
1 am to pray vn not to rain my" fpee cen 
To groſſer iſſue, nor to larger — 
Than to ſuſpiclon. f 

Oth, I will not. 

Jago. Should you do ſo, my aper 

My beech would fall into fuch vile Mead" 

Which my thoaghts'vim not at. | Caſſio"s my Ra 

My lord, 1 ſee, you're mov'd— "(ty friend, 
Oth. No, not much mov d 

Ido not think but Deſdemona's honeſt Tebiok ſo! 
Tago, Long live the ſo!” and long nee you; to 
Och. And yet, how nature erring from itfelf— 
Iago. Ay, there's the point jz—as (to'be bold with 

Not to affect many propoſed matches, [you) 

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 

Whereto we ſee, in all things nature tends. 

Foh! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a wilt moſt rank, 

Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural, ' 

But, pardon me, 1 do not in poſition" 

Diſtinctiy ſpeak of her j tho” I may fear 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 

May fall to match you with hey count?y forms, 

And, haply, ſo repent. 
Oth. Farewel, farewel ; 

If more thou doft perceive, let me know more; 

Set on thy wife Vobſerve. Leave me, Iago. 

Jago. My lord, I take my leave. [ Going. 

Otb. Why did I marry? * 

This honeſt creature, doubtleſs, 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 5 
Iage. My ote, I would 1 might intreat yourk 
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| 


honour | 
To ſcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time: 
Altho' *tis fit that Caſſio have hivplace, _ 
For ſure he fills it up with great ability; i 
Yet, if you pleaſe to hold him off, awhile, N 
You ſhall by that perceive bim, and his means; | 
Note, if your lady ſtrain bis entertainment, 
With any ſtrong or vehement importunity, 
Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, : 
(As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am) 
And hold ber free, I do beſeech your honour. 
—_ Fear not my government. 
0. 1 once more take my leave. Exit I 
* Manet Othello. 1 * 
Oth." This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities; with à learned Tpirit” I 
Of human dealings. If I prove her haggard, ' © 
Tho' that her jeſſes were my dear heart-ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind, 
To prey at fortunes” Haply, for I'm black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſacidn, - 
That chamberers have; J or, for I am inclin'd 
Lato the vale of years yet that's not mueh 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh, the cu of marriage 
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4 


[ nothing, 


In is a common thing Nh 


{ Give me again, Poor lady! fn 


F | 


13 
And live upon the y: eta ba Ss 
Than keep a corner fn the thin lade, 4% 
For other's wiſe.” Deſathiona comes! ap 
ny}. bo 
£ n cocks 
Pll nor believet." uh abs + I 4 85 
Deſ. How, now, n elo 4 
| Your dinner, and your 255 
"F By you invited; as Ve 
Def Lam why aa 


pi _Y 
\Pareye ou ** Leet! Nane = * 
Orb. I We i pain upon my 
Dey "Why, that's "with 
{Let me but wed it Hard, w 


* 4 
h 
Eon 
Ht wilt de well 


ho away 
Our. — 
ib. Your ble e 
2 th 
Let it alone: cos 


oy 3 I amm ver 
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4 


gel with N 


1 
wle 
a NF 4 
* 2 = 1 ae 1 


hk was Re? firſt remembrance from the * 
My wayward huſband hath , "dbdrea 2 
Wod'd me to ſtzal It. IM hahe the 
And give lago“ Whit be 40 Wan 
}f Heay'n knows, not I; 
t to pleaſe his Laut * 

Enter 1 
Togo. How now what do FA es o e?. - 
il. Do not you chide; N e von. 
Iage. You haves thing for "me! RIES, 


Is 5 
Aan Oh, is that all! What will you tire me 
For that ame handkerchref?” ©" - [noms 
. Jags. Wbt händkefchfef ? "90 
| Emil. What . 2 4 
Why that the Moot firſt gave to n | 
hm which ſo often you 400 bid me fteal, Q 
Jago. Halt foleni it from her? 

Sa but the Thi drop, by negligence z_ 
And to th' advantage, tu 
* here it Ts, * n 190K'% — 

0. A good wench'!- give it to e. 

* il. What will you « 40 with't, you reve 
el have me filch it? 
Iago. Why, what is that to you! 31 

mil.” It't be'nbt for ſome purpoſe, of e 

ell r ide ; 
When ſhe ſhall miſs it, | Ke 
Iage. Be not you known on't : 
1 haye uſe for it. "Leave me- [Exit Kall. 


I will io ' Cafho's lodging loſe chis handkerchief, 
And let him find it. Trifles light as air, 


Are, to the ee confſirmatioas ſtrong 
wiit. This may do ſomething. © 


As proofs of ho 
The Moor 85 changes with my poiſons. 
| Euter Othello. 
'Laok, where he comes! Not poppy, nor I a 
Nor all the drowſy fyrups of the world, [g07ay 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet. Geep, | 
Which thou ow;dft Yeſterday. ',, 
0:þ. Ha! falſe to me! that. 
Togo, Why, how now, general ? No more * - 
0th. Avaunt! be gone! thou'ſt ſet me on the 


— ro en 


mil. What? 
To have a focli wife. 
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2 we can call theſe delicate crea 44 ours, 


I ſwear tis better to be much abus d, ene 
Than but to kno a little. 6 

Iago. How, my lord! f ſt p 

| Orb. What ſcale had I, in her Ral'n Vos of 


14 
1 gept the next night wall; was free. and merry; 
I ſound not Caſſiq's-kifles on ber lips, 

He that is robh'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 


Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 


Jago. I am not. ſorry to hear this, [ Afede. 
Orb. 1 had been bappy, if the general camp, 

Pigneers and all) had taſted her ſweet body, 

o 1 had nothing known, Oh now, for ever 
Fatewel the tranquil. mind! Farewel content! 
Farewel the plu med troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition vietue ! Oh, farewell! 

Fare wel the neighing feed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit- ſtirring drum, the ear-piercing fe, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and ciccumſtance-of. glorious nd 
And, oh, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 


1 'Th' immortal Jove' s dread clamours, counterfeit 
' Farewel! Otheflo's occup 


ion's gone | » 
Tags. Is t poſſible, my lord ? 
2 Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore ! 


Be ſure of it: give me the ocular proof, 


{ Catching bald of os. 
Or, by the worth of. mine. eternal ſoul, 
Thou hadſt better have been born a dog, 1289, 
Than anſwer my. wak'd wrath, - | 
Jags. Is t come to this? 


Otb. Make me ta ſee t; or, at leaſt; ſo arent, x 
'{She may be honeſt; yet tell me but this, 


That the probation bear no hinge, not loop, 
To hang a doubt ons or, Woe: upon thy life! 
o. My noble lord. . 

Och. If chou doft ander — and torture me, 
Never pray more z abandon all-remorſeg-'; | 
On horror's head, horrots accumwlate; 

Do deeds to make heav n weep, all earth amaz'd ; 
For nothing can'ſt thou to te odd, 

cater than that. 

lage. Oh! Grace! * Heay! a, defend mt. 
Are you a man? Have you ſoul? or ſenſe? 
Heav'n be w'you ; take mine offence. - O wretched 
That liv'ſt to make thine hogeſty à vice! 
Oh, monſtrous world! Take, note; take note, oh 
To be direct and hone ſt, is not ſafe l [world, 
I thank you for this profit, and, from bence, 
I'll love no friend, th, love breeds ſuch offence. 

.Otho Nay, ſtay— Thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt 

Lege. I ſhould, be wife, for honolty's 's'a dane 
And loſes what it works for. 

Oeb. By the world, 

F think, my wife is honeſt; and think, ſhe is at; 
I thi bu that thau art juſt; and think, thou art not; 
Il have fome proof, Her name, that was as freſh 
As Diana's.viſage, is now begrim'd and black, 

As my own. face. If there be cords or knives, 
Poiſon or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 

I'll. det endure't— Would 4 were ſatisfied! 

lags. 1 ſee, Sir, you are eaten up with- e 
J goſtepest me, that I puti t to you, 

You would be ſatisfied ! 
b, Would !, nay, and will. 


ag?. And may but how? How latisfied, my | 
Would you be ſuperviſor, groſsly 0 on? [lord Witneſs, ye ever burning lights above 


Behold her 
ch. Deatli and Jmnation ! Ok! | 
ago. It were a tedjaus difficulty, I think, 
r Damn theme 
If ever morta! en fer themcbolſter, 
More than their own, Whar then ? how then ? 
What aT © hero Fatiefaction'? 
It is impoſſible un thoolt fee this, 
Were they as prümr 4s ghatsz/aghhot 4 8 
As ſalt as wolves iny paige; Ind&favls * 
As ignorance made grunk. But yet, I, 
If imputation, and frong circumſtances, 


—— 


— —— 


[ tool, | 


o T HELLO. 5 


2 ſweet creature and then 


Which lead direQly to the door of wrath, 
Will give you ſatisfaction, you might have t. 

Oth. Give me a living reaſou ſhe's diſloyal. 

I do not like the office; 

But fince I'm enter d into this cauſe ſo fat, 
Prick't to't by fooliſh-honefy and love, 
I will go on. I lay with Cafſio, lately 
And, being troubled with a raging _ 
I could not fleep—momnnrm—n— 
Thete are a kind of men ſo looſe of "Ou 
That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs 3 
One of this kind is Caſho. 
In ſleep, I heard him ſay, Sweet Desdemona, 
„Let us be wary, let us hide our loves; 
And then, fir, would he gripe and wtin gmy band x 


me hard, 
As if he piuck'd up kiſſes by the roots, 


That grew upon my lipsz and then 


Cry, 4 Curſed fate! that gave thee to the * 
Orb. Oh, monſtrous! monſtrous ! 

Lage. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Orb. But this denoted a forgone concluſion 3 
Tie a ſhrewd doubt, tho' it be but # dream. 

Togo. And this ma] help to thicken: other R 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

Otb. Lil tear her all to pieces. 

Iago. Nay, but be wile ; yet ve fee 44 tonez 


Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with ſtrawberries in your wife's hand? 
| Oth. I gave her ſuch à one j twas my firſt gift. 


Iago. I know not that; but ſuch a handkerchief, 
I'm , wok it was your wife's did 1 . | 
e Cafio Wipe his beard; wi : 0 


Who Ob. If it be tha 420 


| Jago It it de that, or any Ne 


It ſpeaks againſt ber, with the other pros. 


Oth. Oh, that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives! 
One is too poor, too weak, for my revenge. 
Now do l ſee tis Gus Loon here, lago, 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heav'n: 

*Tis gone. 
Ariſe, black vengeancey from th' unhallowed cel}! 
Yield up, oh love, thy:crown and hearted throne, 
To tyrannous hate! ſwell, boſom, with Ne 
For tis of aſpicks tongues, 

Jago. Yet be content. 

Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood=——- | "Tet? 
Iago. patiente, I lay; your mind, perhaps "tnay 
Orb. Never, lJago. Like to the Pontick-ſea, 

Whoſe icy current and compulfive courſe 
Ne'er-feels retiring/ebb, but keeps due on, 

To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont; L 
Even ſo my bloody thooghts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up—Now, by yon marble heav'n, 


In the due rev'rence of a ſacred vous [He hneels. 
1 here engage my word 4 
Tago. Do not riſe yet. [ago kneels. 


Ye elements that clepe us round abbot !?! 


\ || Witneſs; that here lago doth give up 


The execution of his wit, bands, hears, 

„To wrong'd Othello's ſervice. Let him command, 

And not to obey; ſhall be in me ane 4.22% 

What bloody buſineſs eder. * 
Orb. Ugreec thy ode, * 2 

Not with vain thanks, but, with acceptance Wen- 

And will upon the initaat put thee tot; [revus, 

Within theſs three days let me rus. 4 A 


** Caflio's not alive. 


re, My friend is dead; 


t. 


ꝙͤ— —— — 


F or the fair devil. 


OT HE 


"Tis done at your requeſt. But let her live. 
Otb. Damn her, lewd minx! oh damn her, damn 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw [her! 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death, 
Now art thou my lieutenant— 
ago. am your own for ever. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, An Apartment in the ſame Coftle. 
Enter Deſde mona and Emi. 1 
on Where ſhould IT loſe that handkerchief, 
mil. I know not, Madam. 2 
Deſ. Believe me, but my noble Moor | 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, - | 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking! 
ZE mil. 1s he not jealous? | 
Deſ. Who, he! I think the fun RW as 
Drew all foch burnours from him. [born 
Emil. Look, where he comes. | 
Def. 1 will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 
Call'd to him, How is it with you, my lord? 
| {Emilia retires. | 


' Enter Othello. 
Oth. Well, my good lady. Oh- hardneſs ta diſ- 
How do you, Deſdemona ? ? [lembie! 
Deſ. Well, my lord. | lady. 


7 Give me your hand; this hand ismoiſt, my 
It yet hath felt noage, nor ktiown no dec 
This argues fruitfulneſs, and überal heart : 
net, hot, and mbift—this hand of yours Tequires 
A ſequeſter from liberty ;' faſting and prayers E 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe devout 3 
For here's a young and ſweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. "Tis a good _ 
A very frank one. 
Def. You may, keel, hy "EIS 
For twas that hand that gave away my beatt. 
Otb. A liberal hand. The hands of old gave hearts; | 
But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
. I cannot. ſpeak of this, Come, now 
What promiſe, chuck? [ [promile. 
37 I've ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you. 
I have a ſalt and ſorry rheum offends mer 


L L'O. ' 15 
4 would to Heav'n that I had never 


a! wherefore ? ſcen'c! 
— Why do > ſpeak foftartingly and raſh ? 
Is't loft ive gone ? ſpeak, iat due o'th* 


= Bleſs u? | ſway? 
Say y ou! "30 16 ns 24 wrt 

Dif. It 9 not loſt; S 
Orb, Ha! eee as ee 3 47 
Def. Jay, it it not o. 
Otb. Fetch it, let me bert * $1117 0% 8. 


Def. Why, ſo cen, Sir, bot 1 in Web: 
This is a triek to put me from my fut. 3 
Pray you, let Caſſio be receiv d gf 

0th. Fetch me the hincketebieſa==iny mind 

miſghres< 

Deſ. Tome, you'll ne'er meet a more f cient 1 


, Ons The handkerchief=== man. 
/ A man; chat al big time 


Hatts founded his good forcunes dn your Tovey 
 Shar'd dangers with ye. l ** 
Orb. The handkefehfef - * f 
Hel- in booth you are te Meme. 
Orb. Away! 125 Othelto. 
| Manent Deſdemona and mil 
Anil. Is not this men Jedlons 7 W NC 
Def. I ne'er ſaw this before. : 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this handeere 
I'm moſt unhappy in the loft of ie,” 
LE mil, *Tis' not # year of two” ere wh 
Look vou Caſio, and My huſband. 
"Enter Isg a Cifhs; 0 © nt © 
Tago. There is no other wiy;"*tisthe mut 46*t; 
And to the bappinef#!! yo and importance herr! 
Def. How" now, good Cute, wHIES chr news 
Caſ. Madam, my formet ſuit. 5 Len 
De Alas! good Caſſ.o ß e 
My advocation'ts not ho.) in tune: 5 
My lord is not my lord; nor hou!@T Khow 
Were he in fasour a in homout alter” O .*x5 
_ Jags. Ir my lord angry? voy * 
5 He went hence ders dvr 
And, certainly, in range” ungufetneſg. ldd T 


Lend me thy handkerchief. _ | {| Tago Can he be'angry ! w 2yortnonr (ff 
Def. Here, my lord. 58185 ben of moment e 
That which] gave yous © / I Def., Fprythiee Yo'To; oy ung |: 
Def I have it not about me. 4 Iago." ele o matter igt, indeed;'7f WEL. 
Cth. Not T — . | 117 N 49 
Def, No, indeed, my lord. Ines Defdemnoda; "FENG; e 
| A 


Orb; That's a fault. That handkerchief 
Did an Ægyptian to my mother give; 
She was a charter, and could almoſt read 
The * of people. , She told hats while ſhe 

t it, 

*T would Fg. wy her amiable, ſubdue my facher © 
Intirely to her love 3 but if the loſt it, 25 
Or made a giſt of it, my father's ee 18 74 | 
Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirits band 7 
After new fancies. - She dying, gave it me; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wiv" 
To give it her, 1 did ſo ; and take heed on't; 
Make it a darling, like your. precious ee 
To loſe t, or give't away, were ſuch peritions | 
As nothing elſe could match. 1 

Def. Is't poſſible ? 

Orb. Tis true; there's magick ĩ in the web of tz) | 
A Sibyl that had numbet'd in the world 
Of the ſun's courſe two hundred compaſſes, 
In her prophetick fury ſew'd the work: 
The worms were hallowed that did breed the filk; 
And it was dy'd in mummy, which the r 
Conſerv'd of maidens hearts. 


N 


4 
N 


BR. matter as you thin 
{Norjealous toy, coneernin — 2 


But jealous, for there jealous· 


j = þ Indeed | ist true ? 
Moſt teritable; cherefors Aud well, | 


Deſ. Something, ſute bf ate, 
. Vas 13 1 w wit ys 41 $ 


au. Proy Heny'th love" ef vj yer. Hons | 
. 1 


Deſ. Alas; the day ever — vu PA 
Emil, Bur jealous ſouls'will not be aner "ang - 


They are not ever Jealous for a caufe ;** t ro W. 


it's 4 won 

1 upon itſelf, dort on itfelf. —* 
Def. Heav'n keep that monfter from Orfietfo's 

mil, Lady, amen, Fe N 
Def. 1 will go ſeek him. Caſſto, witle tz 
If 1 do find him fit, I'N move your'Tuit,"” 5 N 
And ſeek gabs it is wy v oft. 357 0 — 
Caf. I humbly thank your ladyſhip;-"*" died 
[Ex. Deſ. and Aal. af one Ther, bv * 


wh Bs 11 


ACT IVI ile 


„er 44.1 Ps 


* SCENE, @ Court before the Pole. THEY 
XK ner Othello and lago- Noamier ? : 


St, W you thiak ſo ?? vod e 


ad. "Think ſe late... 6d 


4% V4 " IO, O23 


8 What, to tis f in n Schekel ? 

Oth. An unauthoriz'd kiſs ? 

Tags. If they do nothing, "tis a venial flip: 

But if1 give my wife a hantikeichief— 
Otb. What then? . 
age. Why then, tis hers, my lord ; and being hers, 

Sl A. TR n any man. 
0b. She is proteQreſs of her honour, too: 

May the give that? 

Iago. Her honour is an eſſence that's not ſeen, | 
They have it very oft, that have it not: | 
But for the handkerchief—- , 
Orb. By Heav' n, I would moſt gladly have forgot 
Thou ſaid'R—oh, it comes o'er my memory, [it: 
As doth the raven o'er th' infected houſe, 

Boding to in be had my hapdkerchief. 

Iage. What if I ſaid, Id ſeen him do you wrong 
Or beard him ſay, (as knaves muſt blab.) | 

Orb. Hath he ſaid any thing? 

Jage. He hath, my lord; but be you * aſſur d, 
No — than he'll unſwear. 

0th, What bath he ſaid ? 

Igo. Why, that he did—I know 5 what bee did. 

Orth. What? what? © 

© Togo. Lie 

_Oth, With her? 

Tago. With her; on her—what you, — — 

Orb. Lie with her! 

1 2 chop her into meſſes x cuckold me! 
Oh, 'tis foul in her. 

— K What, with mine officer! 

oh 6 


That's fouler, 
get me ſome poiſons Iago, this night : 
Tin not expoſtulate with her, leſt her body and her 
g 2 unprovide my mind again this night, Iago, 
Tage.. Do it not with 4 diſon ; ſtrangle ber in bed We 
Eveꝶ in thi bed which the hath contaminated, 
© Ot; Go0d, good 3 14 
The juſtice of it plea very 
- 6.48 And for Caſſio, let me be his 4560, 
You ſhall hear more, by midnight. 
Orb. Excelle ent, gO0G ; en— 4 trumpet ade. 
What trumpet is that ſame ? 2 
lago. Something from Venice, ſure, Tis Lodo 
Come from the duke: and ſee, your wife is with B. 
- | Enter Lodovico a, Deſdemona. 


| Lad: Save you, worthy general, 
Orb. Wich all my heart, fir. 


OTH 
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. 


i 


1 


Gives bim a letter. 


: Oh, I kiſs the the inſtrutments c of their leaſutes. 
Def. And what's the news, good coup a Lodovico? 


{ Tho' I mould ſwear 1 ſaw't. 
| Make 


1 


Goats and monkles ! 


[th 


And mark how be — 
N Lods The duke and ſenators of Venice greet you. | 


ELL O. 


, ub: "Indbea! 


91 My lord ! 
— I'm glad to ſee you mad. 
. 0h. 


N. e Othello ! A 
vil Striking ber, 
Deſ. I have not defery'd this. l ng be 
Led. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Ve. 
Tis very much; [nice, 
t amends——ſhe weeps. 
1 Orb. Oh devil, devil! 

that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 
Each drop the falls would prove a crocodile. 
Out of My ſigb 

Deſ. Lill not ſtay t'offend you. 

Led. Truly, an obedient lady. 
T dp beſeech your lordſhip, call her back. 


lo. 


Otb. Miſtreſs 0 
** My lerd ! 
. What wovld you with TY Sie? 


725 Who, I, my lord ! 

014. Ay, you did with, that I would nds her 
Sir, the can turn and turn, and yet go on, [turn; 
And turn again. And the can weep, Sir, weep; 
And ſhe's obedient, as you ſay, obedient; | 
Very obedient—Proceed you in Nr teat:·— 
Concerning this, Sir, „ well painted paſſion ! 
| am commanded home —get you aways 
I'll ſend for you, ation.--»Sir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to Venice, Hence, avant! 
Caſſio ſhall have my Js And, Fir, to-night, 

1 do entreat that we may f. togeth er. 
Vou are welcome, Sit, 33 


[Exeunt Othello ad Deſdemona, fſeverall . 
Mazient' Lodovito and lago. - 
od, Ts this 8 Moor, whom our full este 
all-in-all fuMicient ? What, ſtrike hit wife = 
Faith, 7 was not ſo well ; J Jet would 1 
oke would grove the work, [knew 
Is it his uſe ? 
d the letters work up6a his Ay 
754 ploy create thisfault ? 
Lage- Alas, alas ! RY 
It is not honeſty in me to {| 
What I have ſeen we: 
Do but go after, 


bh 


Yis - 
Na 


1 


Lad. Im ſorry 1 was Ueceiv's in Frans 


E 

SCENE « axe ten Apartment, 'n tbe 55 
nter Othello #54 Emilia, 
"os. You hive feen nothing, then! © 7 £1 


g. 1 am wa oat tra, Aan 
W to Cyprus. : 6%; ; 
Lod. I than gow apes. does Heutenant cal! 


E 


ate fallen Kübel Nen 4% Wy dee 


4 


Oui. Are you ſure of chat? 
My lord 


* 


. 


Is chere diviſion twixt my lord and Cafſio? 
De, A moſt unhappy one; 1 would do much 
Tone them, for the love T ber to Caſſio. 1 
b. Fire and bri mf rere W 
eſ. My lord! þ D 
Otb. Are you wiſe? * 1 
Def. What, is he angry)? at vx. 
Tod. May be the letter mov'd him. 
Por, as I think, they do command him home, 
DUepoting Caſo. in his government, e 
D. Truſt me, I'm glad ont. 


I 
lt 

| 

l 


” 9 2 
— ks * 
19 
2 + 


11 
. | +3 
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of 


— — . - — — — — 


— 


Each ſyſlable that breath made vp between 


An'vokind brach; bit you hall make all well. | 


; 8 22 his fail you "44k pow wit Roach | 
Lod, He did not call; he's baly in che paper. 


— your thought, it doth abo ſe your bo 


art Nor ever-heqrd, nor ever did ſuſpe@, | 
es, you have ſeen Caſſio and her toge 
Anil. But then I ſaw no harm; 7 . 
Orth. What, did they" never whiſper Nen * 
Enhil. Nerer, my dörd. * 
Nor ſend you-our 0th” on 9 ef 
| A mil; Never: np ede 
Orb. To fetch her fun; ee 
Anil. Never, de noo e IAB! 4 
Oth. That's ſtrange fg 8 


i | durſt, my lord, to wager wre is h 
un my ſout ut taker ffouthink' ates, 


jt 


If any wretch-hath-pur this in your head, 


et Heaven fequite' it with the ſerpe . 


r if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte, and 


* 1 daher; the puteſt of heir vie. 


' foot as ſlander. 
We. Bid her come bither——g6 


oa Anh e fle 


(eat en. 


OTHE 


That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle whore, | 


A cloſet-lock and key of villainous ſecrets ; 
And yet ſhe'll kneel — pray: I've ſeen hey do't. 
} Enter Deſde mona ard Emilia. 
Deſ. My lord, what is your will? 
Orb. Pray you, chuck, come hither. 
Deſ. What is your pleaſure ? | 
Oth. Let me ſee your eyes gj look in ny face. 
Deſ. What horrible fancy's this? 
Orb. Some of your function, miſtreſs, 
Leave procreunts alone, and ſhut the door; 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come. 
Your myſtery, your myſtery——nay, diſpatch. q 
[Exit Amiliz. 
Def. Upon my knee, what doth your Ipeech im 


I underſtand a fury in your looks 3 { port! 
But not your words. 

Orb. Why, what art thou? 

Deſ. Your wife, my lord ! your true and loyal wife. 


Otb. * it; damn thyſelf; leſt being like 


Of heav's, n, the devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize 
thee. 
Therefore be doubly damn'd: ſwear thou art honeſt, 
- Heav'n doth truly-know it, + | 
Heav'n truly knows, | | 
That thou art faiſe as hell, 
Def. To whom, my lord? Tr 1 1 
With whom? How am I falſe ? „ene: 
— Ah, Deſdemona! away, zwey, aways | 
„Alas, the heavy day } why do you weep ?, | 
—— motive of theſe tears, my lord ? 
Te haply, you, my father do ſuſpect 
An inftrument of this your calling back, | 
Ley not your blame on me: R 
Why, I have loſt him too. 
Oth. Had it pleaſed Heav'n - 
To try me with affliction, had it rang 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
Giv'n to captivity me and my utmoſt hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my foul, _ 
A drop of patience, But, alas, to me | 
A fixed figure for the hand of ſcorn 
To point his flow and moving finger at— 
Yet could 1 bear that too, well, very well. 
But there, where I had garner'd up my heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence ! 
Or keep it an a-ciſtern for foul toads 
To yon gender in! Tura thy complexion 
./ there, 
Patience, thou young and role-lip's cherubim 3 a 
9 there, look grim as hell 
2 I hope my noble lord — me honeſt. 
Otb. Oh, ay, as fſummes flies are in the ſhambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed! 
Who art ſo lovely, fair, and ſme ll ſt ſo . | 
That the ſenſe aches at thee — 
2 thou had'ſt ne'er been born! n 
» Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed? 
oeh. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon ? What commited? 4 
— Oh, thou public. commoner} — -- 
] thould make very forges of my n, 
That would to cinders burn up modeſty, F 
Did I but ſpeak. thy deeds, — What — IP 
Heav'n ftops the noſe at it, and the-mooas winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
1s huſh'd Aichia the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear't. 


—_— 


L LG 
By Hess n, you do me ys 
06. Are not you a trumpet! 
„ No, as | am a chriſtians 
901 What, not a-whore 1 
Def. No, as i ſhall be av d. a 
Oth. Icty you mercy, then . 
took you for that cunning hore of Venier, 
That married with Othelio. - , 
. Enter Emilia,” - 
You, miſtreſs, 
That have the office oppolite to St. Peters "E 
And keep the gate ot hell, You vou! ay, you! 
We have done our courſe; — any for your 
ns 2 


pray you, turn the key, and keep our counſel. Exit. 


How do you, Madam? How da you, my good lady ? 
Good Madam, what's the matter with my lord ? 


"= With whom, A&milia ? ? 
mil. Why, with my lord, Madaw. 
2 Who's thy lord? 4 

mil, He that is yours, ſweet ge q 
Def. I have done. Do not talk . Amalia 


Go, call thy huſband hither. wr 
il. Here's a change, indeed! 
Deſ. Tis meet I ould be d (a, very meet. 

Enter lage a milia, 


48. 4 


with you?; oy 
Def. I cannot tell. Thoſe; that e your 
Do it with gentle means, and eaſy taſtes: 


2 

\ Jago, What's the matter, lady 0 

Emil Alas, lago, my lord has ſo.bewhor'd. her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy terms. * her, 


That true hearts cannot bear it?! «dT: 
Deſ. Am I that name, lago ??? 
Iage. What names ſait lady? , 


Deſ: Such a8, ſhe Laid, my Nord 4id fag 3 2 


Could not have laid ſuch terms n callet. 
Lage. Why did hedo?. 
Deſ. I know not; Im fore 1 am none ſuch. 
Iage. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the day! 


Def. It is my wreiches fortune. 

lage. 

| Deſ.. Nay, Heav'n doth know. [upon him! 

mil. I will be hang d, if — Wliviny 

Some buſy and infinuating rogue, 

Some cogging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome office, 

| Has not —— 4 — oy I'll be hang d ele! 
Iago. Fie, there's no ſuch man; it is impoſſible, 

Def. If any ſuch there be, Heav'n pardon. him 


[pany? 


What place, whattime, what form, What likeliheod ? 
The Moor's abus d by ſome moſt viliainous: knave, 
Some baſe — — ſome ſcurvy fellow; 
Oh Heav'n, that ſuch companions. thav'dſt N 
And put in every honeſt hand a: Whip, 2 


71 V 


To laſh the raſcal naked thr? the. world! 0 


po Speak within daor, + SHI x40 
mil, Oh, fie upon him | ſome-ſuch/ſai 
That turn'd your wit «be ſeamy fide, without, [was, 
And made you to ſuſpect me WAGON 


a Iago. You 11 59 


he 


dent trumpet! 


What copied imp ; 


2% Go. to 12 ILL 
Deſ. Alas, lago! | 
What ſhall 1 do to win my lord aca? 


(BP 


AE mil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? 


{&-ie. : 


Iago. What is your mee Madam? how is't | 
{baber, | 


He might have chid me ſoy, for in goos faith, it N 
P {am a child to-chidiog+ Mn v7 . p 


Emil. He call'd her whore : a beggarin his rink - 


ZE mil. Hath the forſook ſo many noble matches? 


Her father, and her country; and her friends, 
K* be call'd whore ? Would it not make one weep? - 


mi. A baker pardon him, and hell gnaw his 
| nes 4 
Why ſhould he call her whore ! ! Who keeps her com- 


* 


Befhrew him for't n trick - 


* 


16 O THE 
I Good friend, go tc him; by this light of heav'n, 
1 know not how I loſt him. err 


If e'er my will did treſpaſs gainſt his 101 
Or in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe, - 
Delighted them on any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 
To beggatly divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me | Unkindneſs may do much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. 

Lage. | pray you be content! tis but his humour; 
The bufinefs of the ſtate does him offence, 
' And he does chide with you. 

| If cwere no other 
Togo. It is but ſo, I warrant. 
Go i in, and weep not: all things ſhall de well. 
\ Exeunt Deſdemona and ZEmilia, 
Enter Rodorigo to Iago, 

How now, Rodorigo ? 

Red. I do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
Igo. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doſt'ſt me with ſome device, 
Iago; and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt 
from me all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the 
leaſt advantage of hope. TI will, indeed, no longer 
endure it. Nor am I yet perſuaded to put up in 
peace, what already I bave ſo fooliſhly ſuffer d. 

Iago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 

Red. Faith, I have heard too much; and your 
words and performances are no kin together, 

Ia go. You charge me moft unjuſtly. 


* 


Red. With nought but truth. I have waſted my. | 


ſelf oet of means. The jewels you have had frem 
me, to deliver to Deſdemona, would have half core 
rupted a votariſt. You have told me ſhe hath re- 
ceived them, and return'd my expeQations and 
comforts of ſudden reſpect and ag; but 1 
find none, 

Tago, Well, go to. Very well. | 

Red. Very well; go to. I cannot go to, man; 
nor 'tis not very well; nay, I think, it is ſcurvy, | . 
and begin to find myſelf fobb'd in it. | 

Jago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell yo, tis not very well. Iwill make 
myſelf known to Deſdemona t if ſhe will return me 
my jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and repent my 
unlawful ſolicitation : if my aſſure + gg I will 
ſeck-fatisfaftion of you. 

Jago. Y ou have ſaid, nip, | 
Rod. Ay, and ſaid. nothing but what i proteft in " 
te nd ment cf doing. . 

Togo. Why now; I fee there's mettle in thee ; z and 
even from this inftant, do I build on thee a beeter 
opinion, than ever -befare,- Give me thy os 
Rodorigo; thou haſt talen againſt me a moſt 
exception; but; 1 protelly: 1 have — 2 Gre 
in thy affair. r 

Nod. — — Later „A. 

Jago. I>grant,-indeed, death not appear Fl 
your ſuſpicion is hot without wit and judgment. 
But, Rodoriga, if thou huſt that in thee, indeed, 
which I have greater reaſon to believe now than ever, 
(I mean purpoſe, courage, and valeur) this night 
thew it, If thbu the nett night following, enjoy 
not — 06 take me from this A | 

and seviſe engines ſar my die. f 
yy Wetl, whax i is it? ig ig — pe 
compaſs? 


Dan b aveoorizad 2d 124T id 
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L LO. 


Rod. Is that true ? Why then Othello and Def- 
de mona, return again to Venice, 

Oh, no; he = into Mauritania, and tak - 
eth away with him fair Deſdemona, unleſs his 
abode be linger'd here by ſome accident; wherein, 
none can be ſo determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 

Rod. How do you mean removing him ? 


Lege. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's 


place: knocking out his brains, 


Red. And that you would have me to dof 

Iage. Ay, if you dare do yourſelf a profit, and 8 
right, He ſups to-night with a harlotz if you 
will watch his going thence, you may take him- 
at your pleaſure 1 I will be near to ſecond your at - 
tempt. Come, ſtand not amazed at it, but go along 
with me; Iwill chew you fuch a neceſſity in bis 
death, that you ſhall think yourſelf bound to put it 
on him. It is now high ſupper-time; and the 
night grows to waſte, About it. 

Rod, I will hear farther reaſon for this. 

Tago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. Exeunt, 
Enter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, and Emilie. 

Led. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble yourſelf op. 
farther. 

Oth. Oh, pardon me; twill do me goods web. 

Led. Madam, good night! I humbly thank your 


ladyſhip. 

= "nr honour is moſt welcome. 

- My lord! 

all Get you to bed, on the infant; 1 will be 
returned, forthwith ; diſmiſs your artendane there ; 
look it de done. 
os I will, my lord. | 

Win you walk, Sir? [Exeunt. - 

— How goes it now ? He looks gentler than 
Def. e ſays hewillreturn immediately, ¶ he did. 
And hat commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to diſthiſs you. 

mil. Diſmiſs me 

Deſ. It was his bidding; therefore, good AEmiliny 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu, | 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

mil. 1 would you had never ſeen him! 


ne * 
SCENE, A Street the Palace. 
: Enter lago and Rodorigo, im it 
ERE, ftand behind this bulk. W ö 
will be come: 
thy good rapier bare, and put it home z 


- 


& 2 
, 


1 


Wear 
makes us, or it mats us : think on chat, 


And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. . 

| Rod. Be near at hand I may miſcarry hae.” | 

| AID at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy 
or 

| Rod. | haye no great devotion to the deed, 
Yet, be hath given me ſatisfying reaſons; 


— - 


* 


9 


"Tis but on . Forth my ſword ! he dies. * 


77 Landi char. ? 
Now, whether he kit) Cafſio, f 
aſſio him, or each do kill the othar .. 
— way makes my gain, — Ni, v0 30s 
e calls me to a reſtitution 

f gold and 2 that 4 Lat e. 942 

s gifts g De ſde 8 71 Lois 

yl non 4 amd 7 5 400 
e hath a daily. beauty in his life, the Slows 100 wor 


88 1 


— 


| Jags: Sir, there is a ſpeci] commiſſion come from 
F eaice, to depute be! ig Ochello's place, 


—— , 


en deril a. 


No, he muſt dig.” Be it ſo, 1 hear him gomnge 


Eater Ce. 


*. I know his gait; tis he. Villain, thou 


' dieft, [He runs at Cafſio, and wounds bim. 
F Caf. That thruſt had been mine enemy, indeed, 
But chat my coat is better than thou know: 


I will make proof of thine, 
[ Figbe. Iago curs Caſſio bebind in the * — 


Then Rodorigo and Caſſio 
Rod, Im Qlain ! 
Caf. Lm meim d for ever; help, hoa; murder, 


Rod. Villain that I am | { murder ! 
on help ! hoa, a ſurgeon ! 
uf. Whats ho? no watch ? no paſſage ? Murder, 
murder | 
Rod. No body come ! Then ſhall I bleed to death. 
Enter Iago, in bis Shirt, with a Light and Sword. 
Iage, Who's there? What noiſe is this, that cries 
out murther ? 
Caſ. Iago, oh I am ſpoil'd, undone by villains |! 
Give me ſome help. 
Tago. Oh me, lieutenant! What villains have done 
caſ. i think, that one of them is hereabout! ¶ this 
And cannot make away. 
Caſ. That's one of — 
Tago. Oh, murd'rous ſlave | oh, villain! 
[Iago eb bim. 
Red. Oh, damn'd Iago! oh, inhuman dog 
Iage. Kill men i'th dark} Where be theſe bloody 
thieves ! 
How filent is this town ! Hoa, murder! murder! 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano. 
What may you be? Are you of good or evil? 
Led. Az you ſhall prove us, praiſe · us. 
Tago. Signior Lodovico IS 
Lod. He, Sir. 
. Jago. I cry you mercy! Here's Caſſio hurt by 
Gra. Caffiol - [ villains, 


| 


* 


— 


Ie. How is't, brother? 
Caſ. My leg is cut in two, 
Tago. Marry, Heay* n forbid ! 
Know we this face ? 
Alas, my friend, my dear countryman, 
Rodorigo! No: yes, ſure. Yea, tis Dodurtgo | 
Enter Emilia. 
Anil. Alas, what is the matter? 
What is the matter, buſbay@? 
Tags. Caſſio hath here been fet on in the dark, 
By — and fellows that are ſcap'd: 
He's almoft lain, and Roderigo dead, 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tel! my lord and lady what hath boy's & 
Will you go on afore ? = This is the night, 
That either makey me, or fordoes me quice. | 
[ Exeunt, Iago: 
SCEN E, A Bed-Chamber. Defdemvna 74. 
N coverenu a ſlerp, in her Bed. 

0 Ebe- Orhello, v9 Ligbt and a Sword. 
Ott. it is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my "*l 
Let qe not nabe it to you, you chaſte ftars | 
It is the cauſe . Vet Tl! not ſhed her blood, 

Nor ſear that whiter ſkin of hers than ſnow, - 
And ſmooth as monumental alabaſter; 

| ' [Lays down - the Sword. 
Ves, the mod de j elſe ſheꝰ' Il betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put our the light; 
If Tquench thee, vlidu/flaming minifter, * © - 
I can again thy former ligh: reftorey®*! 0 2 
Should I repent ; but onee put cut thy a 
Thou cunning'{' pattern of excellent nature, . 2 
I know not where Is that Promethie a heat, 
That can geen 
z:hinv9 111 e 


OTHELL o. 


9 
5 — 
— 


| 4 never gave it him. e 


vp 8 


e 5 


4 


When I have pluck'd thy roſe, 
I cannot give f vital growth again; 
It needs muſt wither, —I'1 froell thee on the tree ! 
[ Kiffing ber. 
Oh, balmy breath, that Joſt almoſt perſuade © 
uſtice to break her ſword ! One more; one morez 
thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
fry love thee after One more; that's the laſt; - 
so ſweet, was ne er fo fatal! I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel tears; this ſorrow's heave 
It ſtrikes where it doth love,-She wakes 

Deſ. Who's there? Othello? 

0th. Aye, Deſdemona, 

Deſ. Will you come to-bed, my lord? 

Orb. Have you pray d to- night, Deſdemona? 

— Aye, my lord. 

Orb. If you bethink yourſelf of any crime, 
Unreconcil's, as yet, to Heav'n and grace, 
Solicit for it ſtraight. | 

Def. Alack, my lord, 

What may you mean by that ? 

Orb. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. 
[ wovld not kill thy unprepared ſpirit 3 
No, * ns forfend!) I would not kill thy ſoul, 

Talk you of killing 
Aye, I do. 

De. Then Heav'n have mercy on me 
* Orb, Amen, with all my heart, 

Deſ. If you ſay ſo, I hope you will not kill mes 

Orb. Hum. 

Deſ. And yet I fear you: for you're fatal then, 
When your eyes roll ſo. Why I ſhovid fear, I know 
Since guilt I know not: yet I feel | fear. [not 

Otb. Think on thy fins. 

Deſ. They're loves I bear to you. 

Orb. Aye, and for that thou dy*'R.- + + 

Deſ. That death's unnatutfal, that kills for lovings 
Alas! why gnaw you ſo your nether lip? 
Som- bloody paſſion es your very frame; 
Theſe are portents ; but yet I hope, [ 1 . 
They do not point on me? | 

Oth. Peace, and be till. 

Def. 1 will ſo. What's the matter. 

0th. That handkerchief, 

Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou nav Caſſio, | 
Deſ. No, by my life and ſoul : ſend for the many 
And aſk him. 

Orb. Sweet ſoul, take heed, take heedof hen 
Thou art on thy death - bed. | 
Deſ. Ayey but not yet to die. 

Orb. Preſentiy 

Therefore confeſs thee freely for thy oy E 
For to deny each artiele with an oath, | 
Cannot remove; nor choak, the irong conceptions 
That 1 do groan withal. Thou art to . 8 

Deſ. Ob, Heav'nhave merey on me — 

Ot. Il ſav, amen. 
Deſ. And have you merey, too —1 never OY 
Offend you en my bhfe; never lov'd Caſſto, 

But with ſuch general warranty of Hevn, 

As I might love. I never gave him token.“ Cs 
Otb. By Heav'n, I faw'my handkerchiefin's hands 
Oh, perjur'6.woman, thou dſt ſtone my Nee 
and mak 'm me call, What I intend to 0 


| 


| 


| 


— 7 


2 


7 


1 A marder, which 1 —— * 2 


* ſaw the handkerchieſ. 
He found it, then — wo, | 
wy 
Let him confeſsa truths * RS 
Orb. He bath confeſt. 230 * 3 
5 — What; mu lord“ | 
{ That — athwoyr's che 07 
2 f '2 TY va TS 4 


- bw * 
[ ” 2, 1 


4 472 : 


: 


De. But while | fay one — 
N Otp. It is too late TH; fear ber: ber. 
'  ZEmilia at obs Dior, 
Emil. My lord, my lord 2 —_— hoa! my lord, 


If ſhe —— ſhe'll ſure ſprak to my, wife. 
My wife 
Oh, unſupportable! Oh, hesvy hort! | 


* > LE mil. But now, my lord. oy 23; 91 1 


"Twas I that kill'd her. 


0 Tr 0. 
How? unlewfally? +48 | 


hy 


O0 


Aye. 


Hogeſt' lago hath ta'en order fort. 
Def. My feat interprets,then— What, is he dead? | 
0th. Had all his heirs been yy wy! great ds 

_ Had ſtomach for them all. s. | 
D. Alas, he is detrayd, as 1 — * 
Orb. Out, ſtrumpet! veep'ſt thou for him to my 
— O baniſh me, my lord} bet me nut. ¶ face? 

- Down, 'ftrumget i”. ,: 
Df Kill me ©0-morrowybut lot me live wooight, 


{7 $2 as 
Def. Bot half an hour. ; 
Oth. Being done, there is — ee 


my lord 
Otb. What noiſe is this! Not dead! nat * quite 
T, that am cruel, am vet mercifulg [4ead! 
1 not have thee linger in thy pin, | 
0, ſo. v4 5} 
Emil. within.] What, — ted. my lord! 
Orb. Who's there ? 
_ Oh, my good lords K would ſpeak a word 
with you 9] 1 
Otb. Yes, tis —— 4nd by=-She' ; dead, 
"Tis like the comes to ſpeale of Caſſio's. death; 31a 
The noiſe was high———fla,nomere moving! 
till as the grave. Shall ſhe come in Wer't good } 
think the ſtirs again No- What's the beſt ? 


my wife ! Whatiwife? 1-have no wiſe, 


5 


Methinks, it ſnould be now.a hyge eclit ſe 
Of ſuh and moon, and that the 1 globe. 
Should yawn'at ajterationenm=- 4 
Anil. beſeech you, ous! 2vists: 
That 1 ma y ſpeak with you Q-g90d, my lord! 
th." * forgot the. - {Unlacks the Door. 
What's the matter with thee, now. ? Come in, E- 
milia. [done. 
l. Oh, my good load, yopder's foul murder 
Ot. Wat! now! G das te 8 . 
Oth. It is the very errgp ofthe moon; 3 | 
She comes more near ebe aan ibag the was wont, 
And makes men mad, 1 | 
mil. Caſſio, my lord, bath killa. 
4 young Venetian, called Rodarigo- 8 
be Nodesigo kill'd ! and Caſio, kiil'd ! 
il. No Caſſio is not Kk i'd. 
Ori Not Caiffo kill'd- Then murder's out off 
Ana Lumet, revenge grows-harſh,, r 
Deze Oh, -faiſely; taiſely murder” — . 
mil Alas) what cry * ** 
aun Vhiat ! hat & 4 
_— Out, and alas ! that — my 3 8 volce. 
! : kelp hhoad hely Oh , lpeak. „ * 
t Duſderagn ad, o (wee Fun dock, 
Du A gut els death Late 902 21 7. 4 101 41 
— Rr 50 1 1 
Orr: Nobody, U my ſe l, el. 65 149 146; 44A 111 
Commend ate-coumy tkind ld phe faremel, I Bi. 


: Def. He will not dy. — | 
od. No, his mouth is ſtopp'd1 $4 . 1 


Ob, I,were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 


—_— Ob, be more angel ne, ind you nr 
evil. 
Otb. She turn'd to folly, and ſhe was a Shore. 
Ai. Thou doſt belye her; and thou art a devil. 
Orb. She was falſe as Water“ 4 
Bay Thou art raſh as fire, to fay 

Kaos falſe, Oh; the was heav'nly true 1 
0th, Camo did uſe her 3 aſk thy huſband elſe, 


But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds, 
To this extremity. Thy h hoſband knew it all, 
mil. My huſband! O 
Oth. Th huſband. 
Eil. That the was falſe to wedlock | 
Otb, Aye, with Caſſio t had ſhe been true, 
If Heav'n would make me ſuch — Wi « 7 
Of one entire and perfect OI 
I'd not have ſold her for it. 
ZEmil. My huſband ! | 
0th. What mean's this iteration, woman ? 
I fay thy huſband, 
Dofl underſtand the word? | 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeſt Iago ) 
Ixil. If he ſays ſo, may his pernicious foul 
Rot half a grain a day! he lyes to the heart; 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy bargain. | 
Oth. Ha 
Emil. Do thy worſt: ' 
This, deed of thine is no more worthy heav'n, 
Than _ waſt worthy her. | 
Orb, P um you were br 5 8 
mil. Thou haſt not half that power to me 
Ae to be hurt: oh gull! oh dolt! harm, 
As i; ignorant as dirt! thou'ſt done a deedo—— 
| care not for thy ſword. IMmake thee known, 
Tbo' I loſt twenty lives. Help ! help ! hoa ! help! 
'The Maor hath kill'd my miftreſs. Murder, murder! 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, Jago, and others, 
Most. How now, geperal ? { well, 
| ZE mil. Oh ! are you come, lago! you have done 
That men muſt lay their murders on your neck. 
| Gra. What is the matter? 
Emil. Diſprove the villain; if thou be'ſt a man. 
He ſays, thou told'ſt him that his wife was falſe; 
I know thou didft not : thou'rt not ſuch a villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. [more, 
Lage, I told him what 1 thought; and told no 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
Emil, But did you erer tell him ſhe was falls?" : 
Ia . I did. 
mil, Yeu told a lye; an odious damned Iye | 


| Upon my foul, a lye, a wicked _ 


She. falſe with Caſſio! Did you ſay with Caſſio? 
Ie Wich Caſſio, miſtreſs ; 
c, are you mad ? I charge you get you home. 
mil, Good "gentlemen, let me have leave to 
'Tis proper I obey him, but not now:  {ſpeak; 
Perthange,, Iago, I will, ne 'er go home. 
2 1 Oh! ob l oh! Locheho. falls en che bed. 
'N ay, lay thee dowh, and roar; - 
5 os thoy haſt kill'd the Wache en rer 
hat g'er did lift up % 
Orb. 9 h, the was fobl! {Rifng. 
us did naw y vou, uncle: . lies your nieces 
breath, Indeed, theſe bands buve newly 
a ode aft he ws Hortible and grim. fitopp'd; 
745 F I'm d "thy ſaher's 


Orb. r ent > Te Nene ne tive bw, i 490k 1 aifdeads 
A Ales) whorkdoweduy (gniningm rad J This ane 
ee eee . e 
* ness 
Orb. AA 40 2 22 a 6 7 * Wd ee, I 
Commitre 'Y © Caſlis con ſeſt i 
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And ſhe did gratify his umeroue works, 

With that recognizance and pledge of love, 

Which I firſt gave her; I faw it in his hand; 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token, 

My father gave my mother, 

Emil. Oh Heav'n ! oh heav* nly Powers! 

That handkerchief thou ſpeak'ſt of, 

J found by fortune, and did give my huſband 

For often, with a ſolemn earneftneſs, 

More than, indeed, belong'd to ſuch a trifle,) 

e begg'd of me to teal! it. 

Tago. Filth, thou lyeſt 

Aimil. By Heav'n, I do not; Ido not, gentlemen: 

Oh, murd'rous coxcomb! what ſhould ſuch a fool 

Do with fo good a wife? 

{lago breaks through, and wounds bis wife, then 
runs out. 
Oth. Are there no tones in heav'n, 

But what ſerve for the thunder ? precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls; ſure, he has kill'd his 
Mont, Take this weapon, [ wife! 

Which I have here recover d from the Moor: 

Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 

But kill him rather; I'll after that ſame villain. 

[Exeunt Mont. and Gra. 
Orb. I am not valiant, neither 

But every puny whipfter gets my leere. 

But why ſhould honour out - live honeſty ? 

Let! It go all. : 
be was chaſte ; the lov'd thee cruel 

oor 

So come my foul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 

So ſpeaking as I think, I die, I die. {[ Emilia dies. 
Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber, 

It was a ſword of Spain, the Ebro's temper ; 

Oh, here it is. Uncle, 1 muſt come forth. 

Gra. within. ] If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer. [ dear. 
Oeb. Look upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 

Or, naked as 1 am, I will aſſault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 
Gra. What is the matter? 
Oth, Lo ! I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itſelf ſuſtain, 

Upon a ſoldier's thigh, I've ſeen the day, 

That with this fingle arm, «nd this good ſword, 

I've made my way through more ichpediments, 

Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boaſt ! 

Who can controul his fate ? *Tis not ſo, now. 

Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaft, 

And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go? 

Now—how doſt thou look, now? Oh ill-ſarr'd 

bench! 

Pale as thy ſmock ! When we ſhall meet at count, 

— 4 of thine will hurl my ſoul from heav'n 

And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, irl, 

E'en like thy chaſtity! * * 

Whip me, ye devils, 

From. the poſſeſſion of this rd fight? 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in ſulphur, 

Waſh me in ſteep- down gulfs of quid fle 

Oh Deſdemona ! Deſde mona ! dead, >; 4 2 oh! 

; _F Lodovico, Caſſio led in Montano, 

end lago Priſencrs, Sik Of 2 < 

++ Led, Where is chis raſh and moſt yafortunate man? 

2 That's he that was Othello. . 
194 Tod, Whers is chat viper rt! bring the vilfals forth. 

0b. 1 look down "towards hi is feet; | but * a 


that San beg df. 1 
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L LU. at 
orb. I am not forry, "neither: I's have thee lives 


For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſs to die. 

Lad. Oh thou Othello, that'waſt once [3 —. 
Fal'n in the practice of a curſed a 
What ſhall be ſaid of thee? 

Otb. Why, any thing; _—__ 
An honourable murd'rer, if you will: 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour.” 

Led. This wretch hath part confeſs'd his villainy 2 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſio's death? 

Orth. Aye. 

Caſ. Dear general, I never gave you cauſe, 

Otb. I do believe it, and I aſk your pardon. 
Will you, 1 pray, demand that demi-devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoul and body? 

Lago. — me nothing; what you know, you 

now 3 
From this time forth I ac*er will ſpeale a word. 

Orb, Well, thou doſt beſt, 

a you ſhall underſtand what hath be» 
Which, 28 I think, you know not; here's a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Rodorigo, 
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And, here, another; of them imports 
The death of Caſſio to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 


Oth. Oh, villain ! 

Lad. Now, here's another diſcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too: and this, it ſeems, 
Rodorigo meant t'have ſent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, Iago in the interim 
Came in, and ſatisfied him. 

Oth. Oh, thou pernicious caitiff ! 

How came you, Caffio, by that handkerchief, 
That was my wife's ? 

Caſ. I found it in my chamber: 

And he himſelf confeſs'd but even now, 
That there he dropp'd it for a ſpecial 
Which wrought to his defire. = Er 

Orb. Oh, fool, fool, fool! 

Coſ. There is, befides, in Rodorigo's letter, 
How he upbraids Iago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That 1 was caſt; and even now he — 
After long ſeeming dead, Iago hurt him, 
lago ſer him on. 

Load. You muſt ſorfake this room, and goeith uz 
Your pow'r and your command is taken off, 

And Caffio rules in Cypros. For this Daves . 

If there be any cunning” cruektys 

That can torment him much, and hold bias loog, 
It ſhall be his. Away wich Nl. 1971 eSolem ! 
You ſhall cloſe priſoner vet, 

Lill that the antute of — e 
To the Venetian ſtate Came, bring him anay; 

Orb. Soft you: ' a word or two before you 
I've done the ftate —— ſervice, and they 1— 
No more of that. I pray vou, in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlecky dreds relate, 

Speak of me as I amt Hothing-exteavate, - * 

Nor fet down avght in malies. | Then muſt you 
C „n v0) T. ' 

Of one ov net wiſely, but too well: |, 

Of one, not aß jealousy- but * 


Perplex d in the extreme; of one 'wholk taad, 
Like the baſe Ig4ian; threw'a pearl a W y, 
Richer than ail his tribe ; ef dag whoſe _- 


| Albeit"unbſed'to the metti 
Dropt' tears as faſt a the 


mood, n. 
——— 


If that 11 95 © od | Jae toy me1icinal gum.” - Set you down this. 
«f WORN ] enn. that in ppo' once, - | 

Lods WW, nch his ae bich- i 1617 | re? a mal ant anden turdan's Turk 
Le dd e, leit t Veihebary abr040's de % ,; 


r 
And 


I took by the throat the eireumeltee || For they ſucceed to. you. Te you, lord gortriag, 
4 ſmote bim thus 1 nee hey am tag of Cabs villain s | 
Led. Oh Spartan dog ! The time, the place, the torture, oh! inforce it. 
nl chow ana, | r n | 
Gratieno, of rand This hea heavy heart relate, I, 
And ſeize vpon the fortunes of the Moor, | 3 * [Exeunt nne. 
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